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ACT L 
ScENE 1. London. A room in the palace. 

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt, 

and oihers. 
K, Hen. So shaken as we are , so wan with care , 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant , 

SJiakespeare. JJI. 1 



2 FIEST PART OP [act l. 

And breathe sliort-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in Strands afar remote. 
Ko more the thirsty entrance of this soll 
Shall daub her lips witb her own children^s blood; 
Ko more sball trenching war Channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her flowerets with the ann^d hoofs 
Of hostile paces: those oppos^d eyes, 
Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven, 
All of one nature , of one substance bred , 
Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery, 
Shell now, in mutual well-beseeming rank^, 
March all one way, and be no more oppos'd 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 
The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife, 
No more shall cut bis master. Therefore , friends , 
As f ar as to the sepulchre of Christ, — 
Whose soldier now, ander whose blessM cross 
We are impress^d and engag*d to fight, — 
Forthwith a power of Englidi shall we levy ; 
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers' wombs 
To chase these pagans in those holy fields 
Over whose acres walk'd those bless^d feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were naü'd 
For our advantage on the bitter cross. 
Bat this our pm*pose is a twelvemonth old, 
And booüess 'tis to teil you we will go : 
Therefore we meet not now. — Then let me hear 
Of you, my genüe cousin Westmoreland, 
What yestemight our Council did decree 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West, My liege, this haste was bot in question, 
And many limits of the Charge set down 
But yestemight: when, aU athwart, there came 
A post from Wales loaden with heavy news; 
Whose worst was, — that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
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Against th' irregulär and wild Glendower, 

Was bj the rüde hands of tbat Welshman taken , 

A thousand of bis people butcher^d; 

lipon wbose dead corpse* tbere was sncb misuse, 

Sucb beasüjr, sbameless transformation, 

By those Wcdsbwomen done, as may not be 

Witbout much sbame re-told or spoken of. 

K. Hen, It seems, tben, tbat tbe tidings of tbis broil 
Brake off our business for tbe Holy Land. 

Weit Tbis, znatcb'd witb otber, did, my gracioos lord; 
Eor more uneyen and onwelcome news 
Game from tbe nortb, and tbus it did import: 
On Holy-rood day, tbe gallant Hotspur tbere , 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Arcbibald , 
Tbat ever-valiant and approv^d Scot, 
At Holmedon met, 

Wbere tbey did spend a sad and bloody bour; 
As by discbarge of tbeir artillery, 
And sbape of likellbood, tbe news was told; 
For be ibat brougbt tbem, in tbe very beat 
Ai^ pride of tbeir contention did take borse, 
Uncertain of tbe issue any way. 

IL Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious friend, 
Sir Walter Biunt, new ligbted £rom bis borse, 
Stain'd witb tbe Variation of eacb soil 
Betwixt tbat Holmedon and tbis seat of ours ; 
And be batb brougbt us smootb and welcome news. 
Tbe Earl of Douglas is discomfited : 
Ten tbousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knigbts» 
Balk*d in tbeir own blood, did Sir Walter see 
On Holmedon's plains: of prisoners, Hotspur took 
Mordake tbe earl of Fife and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas; and tbe Earls of Atbol, 
Of Murray, Angus, and Menteitb: 
And is not tbis an bonourable spoil, 
A gallant prizc? ba, cousin, is it not? 
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West, In faith , 
It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

K, Hen, Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and mak'Bt me sin 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son , — 
A son who is the theme of honour's tongue ; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant; 
Who is sweet Fortune's minion and her pride: 
Whilst 1, by looking on the praise of him, 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. , that it could be prov'd 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchang'd 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay, 
And call'd mine Percy, bis Plantagenet I 
Then would I have bis Harry, and he mine : 
But let him from my thoughts. — What think you, coz, 
Of this young Percy's pride? tbe prisoners, 
Which he in this adventure hath surpris'd , 
To his own use he keeps; and sends me word, 
I shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife. 

West, This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worcester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects; • 

Which makes him pruue himself , and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

K, Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this; 
And for this cause awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 
Cousin , on Wednesday next our Council we 
Will hold at Windsor, — so inform the lords: 
But come yourself with speed to us again; 
For more is to be said and to be done 
Than out of anger can be utterM. 

West. I will, my liege. 

[Exeuni» 
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ScBNE IL The same, Before a iaoern. 

Enter Prince Henry and Falstapp. 

Fol. Now, Hai, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Hen, Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of old 
sack, and imbuttoning thee after supper, and sleeping upon 
benches after noon, that thou hast forgotten to demand that 
truly which thou wouldst truly know. What a dc\'il hast 
thou to do with the time of the day? unless hours wcre cnps 
of sack, and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of baw Js, 
and dials the signs of leaping-houses , and the blessed sun 
himself a fair hot wench in flame-coloured taffeta, — I see no 
reason why thou shouldst be so superfluous to demand the 
time of the day. 

FaL Indeed, you come nearmc now, Hai; for we that 
take purses go by the moon and the seven stars , and not by 
Phoebus, — he, "that wandering knight so fair." And, 1 
prithee, ßweet wag, when thou art king, — as, God save 
thy grace, — majesty I should say, for grace thou wilt have 
none, — 

P, Hen» What, none? 

Fol. No , by my troth , — not so much as will serve to be 
prologue to an egg and butter. 

P, Hen, Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly. 

Fcd, Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, let not 
US that are squires of the night's body be called thieves of 
the day's beauty: let us be Diana's forestcrs, gentlemen of 
the shade, minions of the moon; and let men say we be men 
of good govemment, being govemed, as the seais, by our 
noble and chaste mistress the moon, under whose counte- 
nance we stcal. 

P. Hen. Thou sayest well , and it holds well too ; for the 
fortune of us that are the moon's men doth ebb and flow like 
the sea, being govemed, as the sea is, by the moon. As, for 
proof, now: a purse of gold most resolutely snatched on Mon- 
day night, and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morniug; 
got with Bwearing "lay by," and spent with ciyiiig "bring 



- 

6 FIRST PART OP [ACT I. 

in;" now in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, and hy 
and by in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fol. Bj the Lord, thon sajest truc, lad. And is not my 
hostess of the tavem a most sweet wench? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the castle. 
And iB not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of durance? 

FcU. How now, how now, mad wag! what, in thy quips 
and thy quiddities? what a plague have I to do with a buff 
jerkin? 

P. Hen. Why, what a pox have I to do with my hostess 
of the tavem? 

Fol. Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft. 

P. Hen, Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fol, 1^ ; m give thee thy due , thou hast paid all there. 

P. Hen, Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin would 
Stretch; «nd where it would not, I have used my credit. 

Fol, Yea, and so used it, that, were it not here apparent 
that thou art heir-apparent — But, I prithee, sweet wag, shall 
there be gallows standing in England when thou art king? 
and resolution thus fobbed as it is with the rusly curb of old 
father antic the law? Do not thou, when thou art king, hang 
a thief. 

P. Hen, Ko; thou shalt. 

Fol. Shall I? rare! By the Lord, TU be a brave judge. 

P,Hen, Thou judgest false already: Imean, thou shalt have 
the hanging of the thieves, and so become a rare hangman. 

Fol, Well, Hai, well; and in some sort it jumps with my 
humour as well as waiting in the court, I can teil you. 

P. Hen, For obtaining of suits? 

Fol. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the hangman 
hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, I am as melancholy as a 
gib-cat or a lugged bear. 

P. Hen, Or an old Hon, or a lover*s lute. 

Fol, Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe. 

P. Hen, What sayest thou to a hare, or the melancholy 
of Moor-ditch? 
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Fol. Thou hast the most unsavouiy similes, and art, in- 
deed, the most comparative, rascalliest, — sweet yoting prince, 
— bat, Hai, I piithee, trouble me no more with vanity. I 
wonld to Grod thou and I knew where a commodity of good 
names were to be bonght. An old lord of the Council rated 
me the other daj in the street about jou, sir, — but I marked 
him not; and yet he talked very wisely, — but I regarded 
hhn not; and yet he talked wisely, and in the street too. 

P, Hen, Thou didst well; for wisdom cries out in the 
BtreetSy and no man regards it. 

FaL O, thou hast damnable Iteration, and art, indeed, 
able to corrapt a saint. Thou hast done much härm npon 
me, Hai, — God forgive thee for it! Before I knew thee, Hai, 
I knew nothing; and now am I, if a man should speak troly, 
little better than one of the wicked. I must give over this 
life, and I will give it over; by the Lord, an I do not, I am 
a yfllain: 111 be damned for never a king's son in Chiisten- 
dom. 

P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow, Jack? 

Fol. Zounds, where thou wüt, lad; TU make one: an I 
do not, call me villain, and baffle me. 

P. Hen, I see a good amendment of life in thee, — from 
praying to puree-taking. 

Enier Poiktz at some distance, 

Fol, Why, Hai, 'tis my yocation, Hai; *tis no sin for a 
man to labour in bis vocation. — Pointz! — Now shaU we 
know if GadshiU have set a match. — 0, if men were to be 
saved by merit, what hole in heU were bot enough for him? 
This is the most omnipotent yillain that ever cried ^' stand** 
to a true man. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Pwi. Good morrow, sweet Hai. — What says Monsieur 
BemoTse? what says Sir John Sack-and-sugar? Jack, how 
agrees the devil and thee about thy soul, tibat thou soldest 
him on Good-friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold 
capon's leg? 
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P, Hen, Sir Jobn Stands to bis word, — the devil shall 
have bis bargain; for be was nevcr yet a breaker of proverbß, 
— be will give tbe devil bis due. 

Poin. Tben art tbou damned for keeping tby word with 
tbe devil. 

P, Hen. Else be bad been damned for cozening tbe devil. 

Poin. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow moming, by four 
o'clock , early at Gadsbill ! tbere are pilgrims going to Can- 
terbury witb rieb offerings, and traders riding to London with 
fat purses: I bave visards for you all; you bave borses for 
yourselves: Gadsbill Jies to-nigbt in liocbester: 1 bave be- 
spoke supper to-morrow nigbt in Eastcbeap: we may do it 
as secure as sleep. If you will go , I will stuff your purses 
füll of crowns; if you will not, tarry at bome and be banged. 

Fat. Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at bome and go not, 
I'll bang you for going. 

Poin. You will, cbops? 

Fal. Hai, wilt tbou make one? 

P. Hen. Wbo, I rob? I a tbief? not I, by my faitb. 

Fal, Tbere's neitber bonesty, raanbood, nor good fellow- 
sbip in tbee, nor tbou camest not of tbe blood royal, if tbou 
darest not stand for ten sbillings. 

P. Hen. Well, tben, once in my days TU be a madeap. 

Fal. Wby, tbat's well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come wbat will, I'll tarry at bome. 

FaL By tbe Lord, TU be a traitor, tben, wben tbou art 
king. 

P. Hen. I care not. 

Poin, Sir Jobn, I pritbee, leave tbe prince and me alone: 
I will lay bim down sucb reasons for tbis adventure , tbat be 
sball go. 

Fal. Well, God give tbee tbe spirit of persuasion, and 
bim tbe ears of profiting, tbat wbat tiiou speakest may move, 
and wbat be bears may be believed, tbat tbe true prince may, 
for recreation-sake , prove a false tbief; for tbe poor abuses 
of tbe time want countenanee. Farewell: you sball find me 
in Eastcbeap. 
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P. Hen, Farewell, Üiou latter spring! farewell, All-hallown 
Büimnerl [Exä Falstaff. 

Poin, Now, my good sweet honey-lord, ride with us to- 
morrow: I have a jest to execute that I cannot manage alone. 
Falstaff, Bardolph, Feto, and Gradshill, shall rob those men 
that we have already wajlaid; yourself and I will not be 
there; and when they bare the booty, if you and I do not 
rob them , cut this head £rom my shoiüders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in setting forth? 

Poin. Why, we will set forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at onr pleasnre 
to fail ; and then will they adventure upon the ezploit them- 
selves; which they shall have no sooner achieved, but we*ll 
set upon them. 

P. Hen. Ay, but 'tis like that they will know us by our 
horses, by our habita, and by every other appointment, to be 
ourselves. 

Poin. Tut! our horses they shall not see, — I'll tie them 
in the wood; our visards we will change, after we leave them; 
and, sirrah, I have cases of buekram for the nonce, to immask 
our noted outward garments. 

P. Hen. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poin. Well, for two of them , I know them to be as true- 
bred cowards as ever tumed back; and for the third, if he 
fight longer than he sees reason, l'U forswear arms. The 
virtue of this jest will be, the incomprehensible lies that this 
same fat rogue will teil us when we meet at supper: how 
thu-ty, at least, he fought with; what wards, what blows, 
what extrcmities he endured; and in the reproof of this lies 
the jest. 

P. Hen. Well, l'U go with thee: provide us aU things 
necessary, and meet me to-night in Eastcheap; there 1*11 sup. 
Farewell, 

Poin. Farewell, mylord. [Exit. 

P. Hen. I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyok*d humour of your idleness; 
y et herein will I imitate the sun , 
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I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold, 

Out of my grief and my impatience 

To be so pester'd with a popinjay, 

Answer'd neglectingly, I know not what , — 

He sbould, or he should not; — for he made me mad 

To see him shine so brisk, and smeli so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman 

Of guns and drums and wounds , — God save the mark ! — 

And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth 

Was parmaceti for an inward bruise; 

And tiiat it was great pity, so it was , 

This villanous salt-petre should be digg'd 

.Out of the bowels of the harmless earth , 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd 

So cowardly; and but for these vile guns, 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer*d indirectly, as I said; 

And 1 beseech you, let not his report 

Come current for an accusation 

Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

BlunU The circumstance consider'd, good my lord, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had said 
To such a person, and in such a place, 
At such a time, with all the fest re-told, 
May reasonably die , and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said , so he unsay it now. 

K, Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners , 
But with proviso and exception , — 
That we at our own Charge shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-Jaw, the foolish Mortimer; 
Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray*d 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the great magician , damn'd Glendower , 
Whose daughter, as we hear, that.Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers, then, 
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Be emptied to redcem a traitor home? 
Shali we buy treason? and iudent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselvefi ? 
No, on the barreu mountains let him starve; 
For I shall never hold that man my friend 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

HoL Bevolted Mortimer! 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege , 
Bat by the chance of war: — to prove that true 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those woonds , 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn'a sedgy bank, 
In Single Opposition, hand to band, 
He did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower: 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink, 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn's fiood; 
Who then, affirighted with their bloody looks, 
Ban fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid his crisp head in the hoUow bank 
Blood-stain^d with these vab'ant combatants. 
Never did base and. rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Beceive so many, and all willingly: 
Then let him not be slander'd with revolt. 

K Hen. Thou dost beUe him, Percy, thou dost beUe him; 
He never did encounter with Glendower: 
I tellthee. 

He durst as well have met the devU alone 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art thou not asham'd? But, sirrali, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer: 
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 
Or you aball hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. — My Lord Northumberland| 
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We license your departure with your sod. — 
Send US your prisoners , or you'll hear of it 

[Exeuni King Henry , Blunt^ and Tiain, 

Hot. An if the deidl come and roar for them, 
I will not send them: — I will after straight, 
And teU him so: for I will ease my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my bead. 

North. What, drunk with choler? stay, and pause awhile: 
Hera comes your uncle. 

Re-enier Wobcesteb. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer! 

Zounds, I wül speak of him; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with bim: 
Yea, on bis part 1*11 empty all tbese veins, 
And shed my dear blood drop by drop i* the dust, 
But I will lift the doYm-trod Mortimer 
As high i' th' air as this unthankM king, 
As this ingrate and canker*d Bolingbroke. 

North, [io Worcester] Brother , the king hath made your 
nephew mad. 

War. Wbo Struck this heat up after I was gone ? 

Hot. He wül, forsooth, have all my prisoners; 
And wben I urg'd the ransom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then bis cheek look*d pale, 
And cn my face he tum'd an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor. 1 cannot blame him: was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard that is dead the next of blood? 

North. He was; I heard the proclamation: 
And then it was wben the unhappy king — 
Whose wrongs in us Grod pardon! — did set forth 
Upon bis Irish ezpedition; 
From whence he intercepted did retum 
To be depos'd, and shortly murder^d. 

Wor, And for whose death we in the world's wide moutb 
Live scaiHializ'd and foully spoken of. 
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Hot But, soft, I pray yon; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown? 

North, He did; myself did hear it. 

HoU Nay, then I cannot biame his cousin king, 
That wbh'd him on the barren moontains starv'd. 
Bat shall it be , that you, that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetfdl man , 
And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murderous subornation , — &hall it be , 
That you a world of curses undergo, 
Being the agents, or base second means, 
The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? — 
0, pardon me, that I descend so low, 
To show the line and the predicament 
Wherein you ränge under this subtle king; — 
Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days, 
Or fili up chronides in time to come , 
That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an nnjust behalf, — 
As both of you, Grod pardon it! have done , — 
To put down Bichard, that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thom, this canker, Bolingbroke? 
And shall it , in more shame , be further spoken , 
That you are fool'd, discarded, and shook off 
By him for^whom these shames ye underwent? 
No; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish'd honours, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again; 
Revenge the jeering and disdain'd contempt 
Of this prond king, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he owes to you 
Eyen with tiie bloody payment of your deaths: 
Therefore , I say, — 

Wor, Peace , cousin , say no more : 

And now I will unclasp a secret book, 
And to your quick-conceiving discontents 



1 6 FUtST PAKT OF [^CT ^• 

l'll read ypu matter deep and dangerous ; 
As füll of peril and adventurous spirit 
As to o'er-walk a current roaring lond 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot If he fall in, good night! — or sink or swim: — 
Send danger from the east nnto the west, 
So honour cross it from the north to south, 
And let them grapple: — 0, the blood more »tirs 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare ! 

North, Imagination of eome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot, By heaven, methinks it were an easy ieap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon; 
Or dive into Sie bottom of the deep , 
Where fathom-line could never tonch the gronnd, 
And pluck up drownM honom* by the iocks; 
So he that doth redeem her thence might wear 
Without corrival all her dignities : 
But out upon this half-fac*d fellowship ! 

Wor, He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he should attend. — 
Good cousin , give me audience for a while. 

Hot, I cry you mercy. 

Wor, Those same noble Scots 

That are your prisoners, — 

Hot, 1*11 keep them all; 

By God, he shall not have a Scot of them; 
No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not: 
1*11 keep them, by this band. 

Wor, You Start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes. — 
Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that's flat: — 

He Said he would not ransom Morümer; 
Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer; 
But I will find him when he lies asleep, 
And in his ear TU holla "Mortimer!" 
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Kay, 

ril have a starling.shall be taught to speak 
Kothing but "Mortimer," and give it bim, 
To keep bis anger still in motion. 

Wor, Hear you, cousin; a word. 

Hot. All studies bere I solenmly defy, 
Sare how to gall and pinch this BoUngbroke: 
And tbat same sword-and-buekler Prince of Wales, — 
Bat tbat I tbink bis fatber loves bim not, 
And woold be glad be met witb some miscbance, 
rd bave bim poison'd ^tb a pot of ale. 

Wor. Parewell, kinsman: I will talk to you 
Wben you are better temper'd to attend. 

North. Wby, wbat a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou to break into tbis woman's mood, 
Tying tbine ear to no tongue but tbine own! 

Hot. Wby, look you, I am wbipp'd and scourg'd witb rods, 
Nettled, and stung witb pismires, wben I bear 
Of tbis vile politician, Bolingbrokö. 
In Ricbard*s time , — wbat do ye call tbe place? — 
A plague upon 't — it is in Glostersbire ; — 
'Twas wbere tbe madcap duke bis uncle kept, — 
His uncle York; — wbere I first bow*d my knee 
Unto tbis king of smiles, tbis Bolingbroke, 
Wben you and be came back from Eavenspurg. 

North. At Berkley-castle. 

Hot. You say true : — 
Wby, wbat a candy deal of courtesy 
This fawning greybound then did proffer me ! 
Look, "wben bis infant fortime came to age," 
And, "gentle Harry Percy," and, "kind cousin," — 
0, tbe devil take sucb cozeners! — God forgive me! — 
Grood uncle, teil your tale; for 1 bave done. 

Wor. Nay, if you bave not, to 't again ; 
We'U stay your leisure. 

Hot. I bave done, i* faith. 

Wor. Tben once moro to your Scottisb prisoners. 

ßhakespanrt, III. 2 
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Deliver them np without thoir ransom straight, 

And make the Douglas' son your only mean 

For powers in Scotland; whlch, for divers reasons 

Which I shall send you written, be assur'd, 

Wül easily be granted. — [To Northumberland] You, mj lord, 

Your son in Scotland being tbus employ'd, 

Shall secretlj into the bosom creep 

Of that same noble prelate, well beloT*d, 

Th* archbishop. 

Hot. Of York, is't not? 

Wor. True; who bears hard 

His brother's death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 
I speak not this in estimation, 
As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down, 
And only stays but to behold the fiäce 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot, I smell 't: upon my lifo, it will do welL 

North, Before the game*s a-foot, thou still lett*st slip 

Hot, Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot: — 
And then the power of Scotland and of York, — 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 

Wor, And so they shall. 

Hot, In faith, it is exceedingly weU aim*d. 

Wor, And *tisnolittlereasonbidsusspeed, 
To save our heads by raising of a head; 
For, bear ourselves as even as we can, 
The king will always think him in our debt. 
And think we think ourselves unsatbfied, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home: 
And see already how he doth begin 
To make ns strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot, He does, he does: we*ll be reveng'd on him. 

Wor, Cousin, farewell: — no fdrther go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 
When time is ripe, — which will be suddenly, — 
111 steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer; 
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Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 

As I wiU faahion it, shail happilj meet, 

To bear our fortimes in our own strong arms, 

Which now we hold at mach uncertaintj. 

North, Farewell, good brother: we shall thrive, I tnut 
Hot. Unde, adien: — O, let the hours be short, 

Till fields and blows and groans applaud our sportl [Exeunt. 



ACT IL 
ScKHB L Rochester, An inn^arcL 

Enter a Carrier unih a lantem in Jus hmä, 

First Cor. Heigh-ho! an't be not four bj the daj, 111 be 
hanged: Charles' wain is over the new chimnej, and yet our 
horse not packed. — What, ostler! 

OsL [wilhin\ Anon, anon. 

Fbrgt Cor, I prithee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle, put a few 
flocka in the point; the poor jade is wrang in the withers out 
of all cesa. 

Bnter anoüier Carrier. 

See, Cor, Peas and beans are as dank here as a dog, and 
tbat is the nezt way to give poor jades the bots : this bouse is 
tunied apside down since Bobin ostler died, 

First Cor, Poor fellowl never jojed since the price of 
oats rose; it was the death of him. 

See, Cor, I think this be the most villanons house in aU 
London read for fleas: I am stung like a tench. 

First Cor, Like a tench! by the mass, there is ne*er a 
king Christen could be better bit than I have been since the 
first cock. 

See, Cor, Why, they will allow us ne'er a Jordan, and 
tiien we leak in the chimney; and your chamber-lle breeds 
fleas üke a loaoh. 

First Cor, What, ostler! come away and be hanged; come 
»way. 

2» 
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See. Cor, I have a gammon of bacon and two races of 
ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-cross. 

First Cor, Gk>d*s body, the turkeys in my pannier are quite 
starved. — What, ostlerl — A plague on thee I hast thou never 
an eye in thy head? canst not hear? An 'twere not as good a 
deed aa drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a very villain. 
— Come, and be hanged: — hast no faith in thee? 

Enter GADsnniL. 

Gada, Good morrow, carriers. What's o'clock? 

Iirst Car, I think it be two o'clock. 

Gads, I prithee, lend me thy lantem, to see my gelding 
in the stable. 

First Car, Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth 
two ofthat, r faith. 

Gads, I prithee, lend me thine. 

See, Car, Ay, when? canst teil? — Lend me thy lantem, 
quoth a? — marry, I'll see thee hanged first. 

Gads, Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to come to 
London? 

See. Car, Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 1 
Warrant thee. — Come, neighbour Mugs, we*ll call up the 
genüemen: they will along with Company, for they have 
great Charge. [Exeunt Carriers, 

Gads, What, hol chamberlain! 

Cham, [tpithm] At band, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads, That's eyen as fair as — at band , quoth the cham* 
berlain; for thou variest no more from pic^ng of purses 
than giving direction doth from labouring; thou layest the 
plot how. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, Master GadshiU. It holds current 
that I told you yestemight: — there's a franklin in the wild 
of Kent haÜi brought three hundred marks with him in gold: 
I heard him teil it to one of bis Company last night at süpper; 
a kind of auditor; one that hath abundance of charge t00| 
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God knows what. They are up alreadji and call for eggB 
and butter: thej will away presentlj. 

Gads. Siirah, if thej meet not with Saint Nicholas* Clerks, 
ni give th.ee this neck. 

Chcan, No, I'U none of it: I prithee, keep that for the 
hangman; for I know thou worshippest Saint Nicholas as 
trolj as a man of falsehood maj. 

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hangman? if I 
hang, I'U make a fat pair of gallows; for ifl hang, old Sir 
John hange with me, and thou knowest he*8 no starveling. 
Tut! there are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the 
whieh, for sport-sake, are content to do the profession somc 
grace; that would, if matters should be looked into, for their 
own credit-sake , make aU whole. I am joined with no foot 
land-rakers, no long-staff sixpenny strikers, none of these 
mad mustachio purple*hued malt-worms; but with nobility 
and tranquillity, burgomasters and great oneyers, such as 
can hold in, such as will strike sooner than speak, and speak 
Booner than drink, and drink sooner than pray: and yet, 
zounds, I lie; for they pray continually to tiieir saint, the 
Commonwealth; or, rather, not pray to her, but prey on her, 
— for they ride up and down on her, and make her their 
boots. 

Cham, What, the Commonwealth their boots? will she 
hold out water in foul way ? 

Gads» She will, she wiU; justice hath liquored her. We 
Bteal as in a Castle , cock-sure ; we have the receipt of fem- 
seed, — we walk invisible. 

.CTiam. Nay, by my faith, I think you are more beholding 
to the night than to fem-seed for your Walking invisible. 

Gads, Give me thy band: thou shalt have a share in our 
purchase, as 1 am a true mau. 

Cham, Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a false thief. 

Gads, Gro to; homo is a common name to all men. Bid 
the ostler bring my gelding out of the stable. Farewell, ye 
muddy knave. [Exeunt. 
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ScBUB U. Tke road by GadshUl. 

Enter Priuce Hbmbt and Pointz ; Babdolph and Feto at sotne 

disiance. 

Pom, Gome, shelter, shelter: Ihave removed Fabtaff *8 
horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 

P. Hen. Stand close. [They retire. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fol» Points! Pointz, and be hangedl Points ! 

P, Hen. [commg forward] Peace, ye fat-kidnejedrascal! 
what a brawling dost thou keepl 

Fol. Where'a Pointz, Hai? 

P. Hen, Ho is walked up to the top of the hiU: TU go 
seek him. [Retires. 

Fol, 1 am accursed to rob in that thief*s Company: the 
rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him I know not where. 
If I travel but four foot by the squire forther a-foot, I shall 
break my wind. Well, I doubt not bat to die a fair death 
for all tÜs, if I scape hanging for killing that rogue. I haye 
forswom bis Company hourly any time this two>and-twen1y 
year, and yet I am bewitched with the rogae*8 Company. If 
the rascal have not given me medicines to make me loye him, 
I'U be hanged; it could not be eise; I have drunk medicines. 
— Pointz ! — Hai ! — a plagae upon you both I — Bardolph ! — 
Feto! — I'U starve, ere 1*11 rob a foot fdrther. An 'twere not 
as good a deed as drink, to turn tnie man, and to leave these 
rogues, I am the verlest varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. 
Eight yards of uneven gromid is threescore and ten miles 
a-foot with me; and the stony-hearted villains know it well 
enough: a plagae upon't, when thieves cannot be true one to 
another! [They whistle.] WhewI — A plagae upon yoa all! 
Give me my horse, you rogues; give me my horse, andbe 
hanged. 

P, Hen, [Coming forward] Feace, ye fat-gutsl lie down; 
lay thine ear close to the ground , and list if thou canst hear 
the tread of travellers. 

Fol, Have you any levers to lift me up again, being 
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down? 'Sblood, I'll not bear mine pwn fleah so far a-foot 
again for all the coin in thj father's excheqner. What a 
plague mean yo to coli me thns? 

P. Hen. Thou liest; thou art not colted, thou art uncolted. 
' Fol, I priihee, good Prince Hai, help me to mj liorse, 
good king's son. 

P. Ren. Out, ye rogae! shall I be yonr ostler? 

Fol, Go, hang thjself in thine own heir-apparent garters ! 
KI be ta'en, I'll peach for this. An I have not bailads made 
on Jon all, and sang to filtby tunes, let a cup of sack be my 
poiflon: — wben a jest is so forward, and a-foot too! — I bäte it 

Enter Gadsbill. 

Croäs, Stand! 

Pal, So I do, against my will. 

Pomtz. 0, 'tb our setter: I know bis voice. 

[Coming forward with Bardolph and Peto, 

Bord. Wbat news? 

Gads. Gase ye, case ye; on with your visards: there's 
monej of the king's Coming down the hill; 'tis going to the 
king's excheqner. 

Fol. Yon lie, ye rogue; 'tis going to the king's tavern. 

Gads. There's enough to make us all. 

Fol. To be hanged. 

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the narrow 
lane; Ked Pointz and I will walk Ibwer: if they scape from 
yonr encoimter, then they light on us. 

Peto. How many be there of them? 

Gads, Some eight or ten. 

Fcd, Zounds , will they not rob us ? 

P. Hen, What, a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fol. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grandfather; 
bot yet no coward, Hai.. 

P. Ben, Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Ptrintz, Sirrah Jack, thy horse Stands behind fhe hedge: 
when thou needest bim, there thou shalt find bim Farewell, 
and stand fast. 
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Fol. Kow cannot I etrike him , if I should be hauged. 
P, Hen, [aside toPointz] Ned, where are our disguises? 
Pointz. {aside to P. Hrn.] Here, hard bj: stand close. 

[Exeunt P, Henry and Pointz, 
FaL Kow, my masters, happy man be bis dole, say 1: 
every man to bis business. 

Enter Travellers. 

First Trav, Come , neigbbour : 
Tbe boj sball lead our borses down tbe hill; 
We'll walk a-foot awbile , and ease our legs. 

Fol. , Gads, , (fc, Stand ! 

See, Trav. Jesublessus! 

Fol, Stnke; down witb tbem; cut tbe villains' tbroats: 
— ab, wboreson caterpillars ! bacon-fed knaves! tbey bäte us 
youth: — down witb tbem; fleece tbem. 

First IVav. 0, we're imdone, botb we and ours for ever! 

Fol, Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye undone? No, 
ye fat cbu£&; I would your störe were bere! On, bacons, on! 
Wbat, ye knaves! young men must live. You are grand- 
jurors, are ye? we'U jure ye, Tfaitb. 

\Exeunt Fal,^ Gads,^ ^c. drioing the Travellei-s oüt. 

Re-enter Prince Henby and Pointz , in huchram suits. 

P, Hen, Tbe tbieves bave bound tbe true men. Now 
could tboa and I rob tbe tbieves, and go merrily to London, 
it would be argument for a week, laugbter for a montb, äud 
a good jest for ever. 

Poin. Stand dose; Ibear tbem Coming. [They retire. 

Rezenter Falstaff, GAi>8Hnx, Babdolph, and Peto. 

Fal, Come, my masters, let us sbare, and tben to borse 
before day« An tbe Prince and Pointz be not two arrant 
cowards, tbere*s no equity stirring: tbere's no more valour 
in tbat Pointz tban in a wild>duck. 

[Ä8 ihey are sharing , the Prince and Pointz set 
uponthem, 
P. Hen. Your moneyl 
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Pom. Villaius! 

[GadsTttUy Bardolphy Peto^ and (after a hlow or 
ttoo) Falstaffy run away, leavmg ihe booty 
beMnd ihem. 
P. Hen, Grot with mach ease. Now merrily to horse: 
The thieves are scatter'd, and possesa'd with fear 
So strongly that thej dare not meet each other; 
£ach takes his fellow for au offioer. 
Awaj, good Ned. FaLstaff sweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 
Were *t not for laughing, I should pitj him. 

Poin. How the rogue roar*d! [Exeunt. 



ScBKE III. Warkworth, A room in ihe Castle. 

Enter Hotspub , reading a letter, 

Hot. ** — But, for mine own part, mj lord, I could be well 
contented to be there, in respect of the love I bear your 
house." — He could be contented, — why is he not, then? In 
respect of the love he bears our house: — he shows in this, 
he loves his own barn better than he loveä our house. Let 
me see some more. ^^ The purpose you undertake is danger- 
ous:'* — why, that's certain: 'tis dangerous to take a cold, 
to sleep, to drink; but I teil you, my lord fool, out of this 
nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safely. ^^ The purpose 
you undertake is dangerous; the fdends you have named 
uncertain; the time itself unsorted; and your whole plot too 
h'ght for the counterpoise of so great an Opposition." — Say 
yoa so, say you so? I say unto you again, you are a shallow, 
cowardly bind, and you lie. What a lack-brain is this! By 
the Liord, our plot is a good plot as ever was laid; our firiends 
true and constant: a good plot, good friends, and fidl of ex- 
pectation; an excelleut plot, vety good friends. What a 
frosty-spirited rogue is this! Why, my Lord of York com- 
mends tibe plot and the general course of the action. Zounds, 
an I were now by this rascal, I could brain him with his lady's 
fiuL Is there not my father, my uncle, and myself V Lord 
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Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of York, and Owen G-lendower? 
is there not, befddes, Öie Douglas? have I not all their letters 
to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next month? and are 
they not some of them set forward already? Wliat a pagan 
rascal is this! an infidel! Hai you shall see now, in very 
sincerity of fear and cold heart, wiU he to the king, and lay 
open all our proeeedings. 0, I could diyide myself , and go 
to buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed milk with so 
honourable an action! Hang him! let him teil the king: we 
are prepared. I will set forward to-night. 

ErUer Lady Psbot. 

How now, Kate! I must leave you within these two hours. 

Lady. 0, my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A banish*d woman £rom my Harry's bed? 
Teil me, sweet lord , what is 't that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earifch, 
And Start so often when thou sitt*st alone? 
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy eheeks; 
And given my treasures and my rights of thee 
To Üuck-ey'd musing and curs*d melancholy? 
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch*d, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars; 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed; 
C^, " Courage t to the fieldl" — and thou hast talk'd 
Of sallies and retires , of trenches , tents , 
Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets, 
Of basilisks , of cannon , cnlrerin , 
Of prisoners ransom*d , and of soldiers slain , 
And all the 'currents of a heady fight. 
Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war, 
And thou hast so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep , 
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late-distnrb^d stream; 
And in thy face stränge motions have appear'd. 
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Such as we see when men restrain their breath 
On some great sudden best. 0, wbat portents are these? 
Some hesLvy busmess bath mj lord in band , 
And I must know it, eise be loves me not. 
Hot. Wbat, ho! 

Enter a Serrant. 

Is Gilliams witb tbe packet gone? 

Serv, He is , mj lord , an bonr ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought tbose borses from tbe sbeHff ? 

Serv. One borse, mj lord, be brougbt even now. 

Hot. Wbat borse? a roan, a crop-eaT, is it not? 

Serv, It is , my lord. 

Hot. That roan sball be my throne. 

Well, I will back bim straigbt: O esper ancel — 
Bid Butler lead bim fortb into tbe park. [Exit Servant. 

Lady. But bear you, my lord. 

Hot. Wbat say'st thou, my lady? 

Lady. Wbat is it carries you away? 

Hot. Wby,my borse, 

My love , — my borse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed apel 

A weasel bath not such a deal of spieen 
Ab you are to8s*d witb. In faith, 
rU know your business , Harry, — that I will. 
I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About bis title, and hath sent for you 
To line bis enterprize: but if you go, — 

Hot. So far a-foot, Ishallbe weary, love. 

LacU/. Come , come , you paraquito , answer me 
Directly to tbis question that I ask: 
In faith, 111 break tby little finger, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not tdl me true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you trifler! — Love? — I love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate: tbis is no world 
To play witb mammets and to tilt witb Ups: 



28 FIRST PART OP [ACT IL 

We must have bloody noses and crack'd crowns , 
And pass them current too. — Gods me , my horse ! — 
What Baj'st thou, Kate? what wouldst thou have with me? 

Lady, Do you not love me? do you not, indeed? 
Well, do not, Üien; for since you love me not, 
I will not love myself. Do you not love me? 
Nay, teil me if you speak in jest or no. 

HoU Come, wilt ihou see me ride? 
And when I am o'horseback , I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Rate; 
I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout: 
Whither I must, I must; and, to condude, 
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 
I know you wise; but yet no für&er wise 
Than Harry Percy's wife: constant you are; 
But yet a woman: and for secrecy, 
No lady closer; for I well believe 
Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know, — 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady, How! so far? 

Hot, Not an inch further. But hark you , Kate : 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 
To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. — 
Willthis content you, Kate? 

Lady, It must of force. \Exeunt, 

ScsNE rV. Eastcheap, A room in the Boai'^s-Head Tavern, 

Enter Prince Hkkby. 
P, Hen, Ned, prithee, come out of that fat room, and lend 
me thy band to laugh a Httle. 

Enter Pointz. 

Poin, Where hast been , Hai ? 

P, Hen, With three or four loggerheads amongst three or 
fourscore hogsheads. I have sounded the very base-string of 
humilily. Sirrah, I am swom brother to a leash of drawers; 
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and can call them all by their Christian names, as, — Tom, 
Dick, and Francis. Thej take it already upon their salvation, 
that though I be bat Prince of Wales, jet I am the king of 
courtesj; and teil me flatly I am no proud Jack, like Falstaff, 
but a Gorinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy, — bj the Lord, 
80 they call mc, — and when I am king of £ngland, I shall 
command all the good lads in Eastcheap. Thej call drinking 
deep, dying scarlet; and when 70a breathe in jour watering, 
they cry "hem!" and bid you play it off. To conclude, I 
am 80 good a proficient in one qoarter of an hour, that I can 
drink with any tinker in bis own langoage dtiring my life. I 
teil thee, Ned, thou hast lost much hononr, that thou wert 
not with me in this action. Bat, sweet Ned, — to sweeten 
which name of Ned, I giye thee this pennyworth of sugar, 
clapped even now into my band by an under-skinker, one 
that never spake other English in bis life than "Eight Shillings 
and sixpence,'' and '^You are welcome," with this shrill ad* 
dition, "Anon, anon, sir! Score a pint of bastard in the Half- 
moon," or so: — but, Ned, to drive away the time tili Falstaff 
eome, I prithee, do thon stand in some by-room, while I 
question my pony drawer to what end he gave me the sogar; 
and do thou never leave calling "Francis," that bis tale to 
me xnay be nothing but "anon." Step aside, and IH show 
thee a precedent. [Exit Pointz, 

Poin, \mihin\ Francis! 

P. Uen, Thou art perfect. 

Poin. {withm\ Francis! 

Enter Francis. 

Fr an. Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into the Pome- 
granate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fron. My lord? 

P. Hen, How long hast thou to serve, Francis? 

F^an. Forsooth, fiveyears, and as much asto — 

Poin. [toiOdn] Francis! 

JFk'on, Anon, anon, sir. 
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P, Hen, Five yearsi by*r ladj, a long lease for the dink- 
Ing of pewter. But,- Francis, diurest thou be so valiant as to 
plaj the coward with thy indentore and show it a £air pair of 
heels and ran from it? 

Eran. Lord, sir, I'll be swora npon all tbe booka in 
England, I could find in mj heart — 

Poin, [unüdn] Francis 1 

Eran, Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. flow old art thou , Francis? 

Eran, Let me see , — about Michaelmas next I shall be — 

Pom. [wühin] Francis! 

Eran, Anon, sir. — Pray you, stay a little, my lord. 

P, Hen. Nay, bat hark you, Francis: for the sngar thou 
gavest me, — 'twas a pennyworth, was't not? — 

Ecm, Lord, sir, I would it had been two! 

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand ponnd: ask me 
when thou wilt, and thon shalt have it. 

/\>m. [withm] Francis! 

Eran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but to-moirow, 
Francis; or, Francis, on Thursday ; or, indeed, Francis, when 
thou wilt But, FraACiB, — 

Eran. My lord? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathem-jerkin, crystal-but« 
ton, nott-pated, agat6>ring, puke-stocking, caddis-garter, 
smooth-tongue, Spanish-pouch, — 

Eran. Lord, sir, who do you mean? 

P. Hen. Why, then, your brown bastard is your only 
drink; for, look you, Francis, your white canvas doublet will 
sully: in Barbary, sir, it cannot come to so much. 

E-an. Whatjsir? 

Pom, [wühin] Francis! 

P. Hen, Away, you rogue! dost thou not hear them call? 
[Bere ikey boih call hm; Erancis stände amazed^ 
not knowing tohich way to go. 

Enter Ylntner. 
VinU What, standest thou still, and hearest such a call« 
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lüg? Look to ihe guests within. [Exä Francis,] My lord, 
old Sir John, with balf-a-dozen more, are at the door: shall 
f let them in? 

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, a^d thon open the door. 
[Exä Vmtner,] Porntz! 

Re-enter PoniTZ. 

Pom, Anon, anon, BIT. 

P. Hen, Sirrah, FsJstaff and the rezt of the thieves are at 
the door: shall we be merrj? 

Poin. As merry as cricliLets, mj lad. Bnt hark je; what 
cnnning match have 70U made wiüi thiz jest of the drawer? 
come, what's theissue? 

P. Hen, I am now of all humours that have showed them- 
selyes humours since the old days of goodman Adam to the 
pupil age of this present twelve o'clock at midnight — What's 
o'docky Francis? 

Fron, [wähm] Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen, That ever this fellow should have fewer wordz 
than a parrot, and yet the son of a womanl His indostry is 
up-stairs and down-stairs; his eloquence the parcel of a 
reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's mind, the Hotspur of the 
north; he that kills me some six or seven dozen of Scots at a 
breakfast, washes his hands, and says to his wife, "Fie upon 
this qniet lifel I want work." "0 my sweet Harry," says 
she, '^how many hast thou killed to-day?" ''Give my roan 
hocse a drench," says he; and answers, ^^Sorne fourteen," an 
hour after, — '*a tnfle, a trifle." I prithee, call in Falstaff: 
111 play Percy, and Ihat damned brawn shall play Dame 
Mortimer his wife. '^Bivo /' says the dronkard. Call In ribs, 
call in tallow. 

J^»ler Falstaff, Gadshdi., Babdolph, oh^Psto; foÜQweä 

hy Francis mOi ume, 
Poin. Welccane, Jack: where hast thou been? 
Fol, A plague of all cowards, I say , and a rengeanoe too ! 
marry, and amen! — Give me a cup of sack, boy. — Ere I lead 
tida Hfe long, TU sew nether-stocks, and mend them and foot 
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them too. A plague of all cowards! — Give me a cup of sack, 
rogue. — Is there no virtue extant? [Drinks, 

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish of batter? 
pitifdl-hearted batter, that melted at the sweet tale of the 
8un! if thon didst, then behold that Compound. 

Fol, Yoa rogue, here's lime in this sack too: thore ia 
nothing but roguery to be foiind in villanous man: yet a 
coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime in it, — a villan« 
ous coward. — Gk) thy ways, old Jack; die when thou wilt, if 
manhood, good manhöod, be not forgot upon the face of the 
earth, then am I a shotten herring. There live not three 
good men unhanged in England; and one of them is fat, and 
grows old: God help the whilel a bad w<ttld, I say. I would 
I were a weaver; I could sing psalms or anj thing. A plague 
of all cowards! I saj still. 

P, Hen, How now, wool-sackl what mutter you? 

Fal. A king's son! If I do not beat thee out of thy king- 
dom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy subjects aforo 
thee like a flock of wild-geese, 1*11 never wear hair on my 
face more. You Prince of Wales ! 

P. Hen, Why, you whoreson round man, what's the 
matter? 

Fal, Are you not a coward? answer me to that: — and 
Pointz there? 

Poin, Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, by 
the Lord, 111 stab thee. 

FcU. I call thee coward! 1*11 see thee damned ere I call 
thee coward: but I would give a thousand pound, I could 
run as fast as thou canst. You are straight enough in the 
Shoulders, — you care not who sees your back: call you that 
backing of your friends? A plague upon such backing! give 
me them that will face me. — Give me a cup of sack: — I 
am a rogue, if I drunk to-day. 

P, Hen, villaini thy lips are scarce wiped since thou 
drunkest last. 

Fal. AU's one for that. A plague of all cowards! still 
say L [Drink», 
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P. Hen. What's the matter? 

Fol. What's the matter I there be four of us here have 
ta'en a thonsand pound this daj moming. 

P. Hen. Where is it, JackV where ia it? 

Fol. Where is it! taken from us it is: a hundred upon 
poor four of us. 

P. Hen. What , a hundred , man ? 

Fol. I am a rogne, if I were not at half-sword with 
a dozen of them two hours together. I have scaped by 
mirade. I am eight times thnist throngh the doublet, four 
through the hose; my buckler cut through and through; my 
sword hacked like a hand-saw, — tcce Signum! I never dealt 
better since I was a man: all would not do. A plague of 
all cowards! — Let them speak: if they speak more or less 
than truth , they are villains and the sons of darkness. 

P. Hen. Speak, sirs; how was it? 

Gtids, We four set upon some dozen , — 

Fcd, Sixteen at least, my lord. 

Gada. And bound them. 
^ Peto, No, no, they were not bound. 

FaL You rogue, they were bound, every man of them; 
or I am a Jew eise, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gctds, As we were sharing, some siz or seven fresh men 
set upon US, — 

Fol. And unbound the rest, and then came in the other. 

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fol, AU ! I know not what y e call all ; but if I fought not 
with ßfty of them , I am a bunch of radish : if there were not 
tfro or three and fifty upon poor old Jack , then am I no two- 
legged creature. 

P. Hen. Pray Grod you have not murdered some of them. 

Fol. Nay, that's past praying for: I have peppered two 
of them; two I am sure I have paid, — two rogues in buck- 
ram suits. I teil thee what, Hai, — if I teil thee a lie, spit 
in my face, call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward; — 
here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues in buck- 
ram let inve at me, — 

3käk4afMr0, JJI, 3 
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F. Hen. What, four? thou saidst but two even now. 

Fol. Four, Hai; Itoldthee four. 

Poin. Ay, ay, he said four. 

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly thrust at 
me. I made me no more ado but took all their söveu poiiits 
in mj target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four even now. 

Fal, In buckram? 

Poin. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fol. SeveUy by these hilts, or I am a villain eise. 

P. Hen. Prithee, let him alone ; we shall have more anon. 

Fcd. Dost thou hear me , Hai? 

P. Hen, Ay, and mark thee too , Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. These nine 
in buckram that I told thee of , — 

P. Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal, Their points being broken , — 

Poin. Down feil their hose. 

Fal. Began to give me ground: but I foUowed me close, 
came in foot and band; and with a thought seven of the eleven 
I paid. 

P, Hen. monstrous! eleven buckram men grown out 
of two! 

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three misbegotten 
knaves in Kendal green came at my back and let drive at me ; 

— for it was so dark, Hai, that thou couldst not see thy band. 
P, Hen. These lies are like the father that begets them, 

— gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou day- 
brained guts, thou nott-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscenei 
greasy tallow-keech , — 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not the tmth 
the truth? 

P. Hen, Why, how couldst thou know these men in Kendal 
green y when it was so dark thou couldst not see thy band? 
'come, teil us your reason: what sayest thou to this? 

Poin. Come , your reason , Jack , — your reason. 

Fal. What, upon compulsion? No; were I at the strap- 
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pado, or all tlie racks in the world, I would not teil you on 
compulsion. Give you a reason ou compulsion! if reasons 
were as plenty as blackbeiries, I would give no man a reason 
npon compulsion , I. 

P. Hen. ril be no longer guilty of this sin; this sanguine 
covrard, this bed-presser, this horse'-back-breaker, this huge 
hillofflesh,— 

Fcd. AwSLjj you starveling, you eel-skin, you dried neat's- 
tongue, you buU's-pizzle, you stock-fish, — 0, for breath to 
utter what is üke theel — you tailor's-yard, you sheath, you 
bow-case, you vile standing tuck, — 

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it again: and 
irhen thou hast tired thyself in base comparisons, hear me 
speak but this. 

Poin. Mark, Jack. 

P. Hen, We two saw you four set on four; you bound 
them, and were masters of their wealth. — Mark now, how 
a piain tale shall put you down. — Then did we two set on 
you four; and, with a word, outfaced you from your prize, 
and have it; yea, and can show it you here in the house: — 
and, Falstaff, you carried your guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick dexterity, and roared for merey, and still ran and 
roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art thou, to 
kack thy sword as thou hast done, and then say it was in fight! 
What trick, what device, what starting-hole, canst thou now 
find out to hide thee from this open and apparent shame ? 

JPoin, Come, let's hear, Jack; what trick hast thou now? 

Fol, By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. 
Why, hear ye, my masters: was it for me to kill the heir- 
apparent? should I tum upon the true prince? why, thou 
knowest I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware instinct; the 
lion will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a great matter; 
I was a coward on instinct. I shall think the better of myself 
aad thee during my life; I for a valiant Hon, and thou for a* 
trae prince. But, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you have the 
money. — Hostess , clap-to the doors [to Hostess withm] : — 
watch to-night, pray to-morrow. — Gallants, lads, boys, hearts 

3» 
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of gold, all the titles of good fellowship come to you! What, 
shall we be merry? shall we Lave a play extempore? 

P. Hen. Content; — and äie argument sball be thy run- 
mng away. 

Fol. Ah, no more of that, Hai, an thou lovest me! 

Enter Hostess. 

Host, Jesu, my lord the prince , — 

P.Hen, Hownow, my lady thehostessl what sayest thou 
tome? 

Host, Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court 
at door would speak with you: he says he comes from your 
father. 

P, Hen. Grive him as mach as will make him a royal man, 
,and send him back again to my mother. 

Fol. What manner of man is he ? 

Host, An old man. 

Fal, What doth graTity out of his bed at midnight? — 
Shall I give him his answer? 

P. Hen. Prithee, do, Jack. 

Fal. Faith, and 1*11 send him packing. [Exit, 

P, Hen. Now, sirs: — by*r lady, you fought fair; — so did 
you, Peto; — so did you, Bardolph: you are lions too, you 
ran away upon instinct, you will not touch the true prince; 
no, — fiel 

BarcL Faith, I ran when I saw others run. 

P. Hen, Teil me now in eamest, how came FalstafiTs 
sword so hacked? 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger; and said he 
would swear truth out of England, but he would make you 
believe it was done in fight; and persuaded us to do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass to 
make them bleed; and then to beslubber our garments with 
it, and swear it was the blood of true men. I did that I did 
not this seven year before, — I blushed to hear his monstrous 
devices. 

Pyf Hen, yillain, thou stolest a cup of sack eighteen 
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years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever since 
thoa hast bloshed extempore. Thou hadst fire and sword on 
tiiy side, and yet thou rannest awaj: what instinct hadst thou 
for it? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? do yon befaold 
fhese ezhalations? 

PL Hen, I do. 

Bord. What think yon they portend? 

P. Hen, Hot livers and cold purses. 

Bard, Choler, my lord , if rightly taken. 

P. Hen, No, If rightly taken, halter. — Here comes lean 
Jack, here comes bare-bone. 

Re-enier Falbtaff. 

How now, my sweet creature of bombasti Hott long is't ago, 
Jack, since thou sawest thine own kneeV 

Fol. My own knee! when I was about thy years, Hai, I 
was not an eagle's talon m the waist; I could have crept into 
any alderman's thumb-ring: a plague of sighing and grief! 
it blows a man up like a bladder. — There*s villanous news 
abroad: here was Sir John Bracy &om your father; you must 
to the court in the momiug. That same mad feUow of the 
north, Percy; and he of Wales, that gave Amaimon the bas- 
tinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the devil his 
true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh hook, — what, a 
plague , call you him? — 

Potn. 0, Glendower. 

Fol. Owen, Owen, — the same; and his son-in-law, Mor- 
timer; and old Northumberland; and that sprightly Scot of 
Seots, Douglas, that runs o' horseback up a hiU perpendi- 
cniar, — 

P. Hen, He that rides at high speed and with his pistol 
kills a gparrow fiying. 

Fol. You have hit it. 

P. Hen, So did he never the sparrow. 

Fol, Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him; he will 
notrun. 
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P. Hen, Why, what a rascal art thou, then, to praise him 
so forrunning! 

Fol, 0' horseback, ye cuckoo ; but a-foot he will not budge 
afoot. 

P. Hen, Yes, Jack, upon instüict. 

FaL I grant ye, upon instinct. — Well, he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps more: Worcester 
is stolen away to-night; thy father's board is turned white 
with the news: you may buy land now as cheap as stinking' 
mackerel. 

P. Em, Why, then, it is like, if there come a hot Jone, 
and this civil biä'eting hold, we shall buy maidenheads as 
they buy hob-nails, by the hundred. 

Fcd, By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; it is like we 
shall have good trading that way. — But teU me, Hai, art thou 
not horribly afeard? thou being heir-apparent, could the 
World pick thee out three such enemies again as that fiend 
Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devü Glendower? art 
thou not horribly afiraid? doth not thy blood thrill at it? 

P. Hen. Not a whit, i*faith; I lack some of thy instinct. 

FaL Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow when thou 
comest to thy father: if thou love me, practise an answer. 

P. Hen, Do thou stand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my life. 

Fol, Shall I? content: — this chair shall be my State, this 
dagger my sceptre, and this cushion my crown. 

P. Hen, Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy golden 
sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rieh crown for 
a pitifol bald crown! 

FaL Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, 
now shalt thou be moved. — Give me a cup of sack to make 
mine eyes look red, that it may be thought I have wept; for 
I must speak in passion, and I will do it in King Cambyses' 
vein. [Drmks, 

P, Hen, Well, here is my leg. 

F<ü, And here is my speech. — Stand aside, nobilily. 

Ho9t, Jesu, this is excellent sport, i' fedthl 
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Fcd, Weep not, Bweet queen; for trickling tears are vaixi* 

Host, 0, the father, how he holds his countenauce! 

Fotl. For Grod's sake, lords, conyey 1117 tristful queen; 
For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host, O Jesu, he doth it as Uke one of these harlotry 
plajers as ever I see! 

FaL Peace, good pint-pot^ peace, good tickle-brain. — 
Harry, I do not only manrel where thou spendest thy time, 
but also how thou art accompanied: for though the camomile, 
the more it is trodden on, the faster it grows, yet yonth, the 
more it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That Üiou art my son, 
I have partly thy mother^s word, parüy my own opinion; but 
chiefly a villanous trick of thine eye , and a foolish hanging 
of thy nether lip, that doth Warrant me. If, then, thou be son 
to me, here lies the point; — why, being son to me, art thou 
flo pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove a micher, 
and eat blackberries? a question not to be asked. Shall the 
Bon of England proye a thief , and take purses? a question to 
be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou hast often 
heard of , and it is known to many in our land by the name 
of pitch: this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile; 
so doth the Company thou keepest: for, Hany, now I do not 
speak to thee in drink, but in tears; not in pleasure, but in 
passion; not in words only, but in woes also: — and yet there 
is a virtuous man whom I have often noted in thy Company, 
but I know not his name. 

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your majesty ? 

Fol, A goodly portly man, i' faith, and a corpulent; of a 
cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carriage ; and, 
as I think, his age some fifty, or, by'r lady, inclining to three- 
score; and now I remember me, his name is FalstadOT: if that 
man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth me; for, Harry, I 
see Tirtae in his looks. If , then, the tree may be known by 
the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, peremptorüy I speak 
it, there is virtue in Ihat Falstaff: him keep with, the rest 
banish. And teil me now, thou naughly varlet, teil me where 
hast thoa been this month? 
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• P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for 
me , and I'll play my father. 

FcU, Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravelj, so majes- 
tically, both in word and matter, hang me up hj the heels for 
a rabbit-sucker or a poulter's hare. 

P, Hen. Well, here I am set. 

Fol. And here I stand : — judge , my masters. 

P, Hen. Now, Hany, whence come you? 

Fol. My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. The complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 

Fol. 'Sblood, my lord, they are faise; — nay, TU tickle 
ye for a yonng prinee, i* faith. 

P. Hen. Swearest thoa, ungradous boy? henceforth ne'er 
look on me. Thou art violently carried away from grace: 
there Is a devil haunts thee, in the likeness of an old fat man, 

— a tan of man is thy companion. Why dost thou converse 
•with that trank of humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness, 
that swollen parcel of dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, 
that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted Manningtree ox 
with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice , that gray 
iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in years? Wherein 
is he good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein neat and 
cleanly, bat to carve a capon and eat it? ^herein cunning, 
l)ut in craft? wherein crafty, but in villany? wherein viUan- 
ous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 

Fat. I would your grace would take me with you: whom 
means yoor grace? 

P. Hen. That villanous abominable misleader of youth, 
Falstaff, that old white-beaxded Satan. 

Fol. My lord, the man I know. 

P. Hen. I know thou dost. 

Fol. Bat to say I know more härm in him than in my- 
self, were to say more than I know. That he iis old, — the 
more the pity, — his white hairs do witness it; bat that he is 

— saving your reverence — a whoremaster, that I utterly 
deny^ If sack and sagar be a fault, God help the wickedl if 
to be old and merzy be a-sin, then many an old host that I 
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bow is damned: if to be fat be to be hated, tben Pharaoh's 
lean kine are to be loved. No, mj good lord; banish Feto, 
banish Bardolph, banish Pointz : but, for sweet Jack Falstaff, 
kind Jack Falstaff, trae Jack Falstaff , valiant Jack Falstaff, 
and therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old JackFalstaff, 
banish not him thy Hanj's Company, banish not him thy 
Hany's Company: — banish plump Jack, and banish all the 
World. 
P. Hm. I do , I will. [Ä knoching heard, 

[Exeunt Hostess^ Francis^ and Bardolph. 

Re-enier Babdolph , running, 

Bord, O, my lord, my lord! the sheriff with a most mon- 
strous watch is at the door. 

Fol. Out, ye roguel — Play out the play: I have much 
to 8a7 m the behalf of that Falstaff. 

Re-enier ^[ostess, hasiily. 

Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord, — 

P. Hen, Heigh, heighl the devil rides upon a fiddlestick: 
what's the matter? 

Host The sherifF and all the watch are at the door: they 
are come to search the house. Shall I let them in? 

Fol, Dost thou hear, Hai? never call a true piece of gold 
acoanterfeit: thou art essentially mad, without seeming so. 

P, Hen, And thou a natural coward, without instinct. 

Fal. I deny your major: if you will deny the sheriff, so; 
if üot, let him enter: if I become not a cart as well as another 
nian, a plague on my bringing up! I hope I shall as soon be 
Strangled with a halter as another. 

P* Hen, Go, hide thee behind the arras: — the rest walk 
up above. New, my masters, for a true face and a good con- 
sdence. 

FaL. Both which I have had; but their date is out, and 
therefore 111 hide me. 

P. Hen, Call in the sheriff. 

[Exeunt all excepi Üie Prince and Pointz, 
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Enter SherifF and Carrier. 
Now, master Bheiiff, what's yoor will with me? 

Sher, First y pardon me, 1x17 lord. A liue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this house. 

P. Hen, What men? 

STier, One of them is well known, my gracious lord, — 
A gross fat man. 

Car, As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. The man', I do assure you, is not here; 
For I myself at this time have employ*d him. 
And, sheriff, TU engage my word to thee, 
That I wül, by to-morrow dinner-time. 
Send him to answer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he shall be eharg*d withal: 
And so, let me entreat you leave the house. 

Sher, I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hondred marks. 

'P. Hen, It may be so: if he have robb'd these men. 
He shall be answerable; and so, farewell. 

Sher, Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Hen, I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think't be two o'clock. 

[Exeunt Sheriffand Carrier^ 

P, Hen, This oily rascal is known as well as Paul*s. Go, 
call him forth. 

Poin, FalstaffI — fast asleep behind the arras, and snorting 
like a horse. 

P. Hen, Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search his 
pockets. [Pomtz seardies.^ What hast thou found? 

Poih, Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen, Let*s see what they be: read them. 

Poin, [reads] 

**Item, A capon, 2a. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, 4ti 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5a. 8dL 

Item,.Anchoyies and sack after supper, , . . 2a. 6(i 
Item, Bread| •••.•••• oh'^ 
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P.Hen. O monstrous! but one half-pennyworth of bread 
to this intolerable deal of sack! — What there is eise, keep 
dose; well read it at more advantage: there let him sleep 
tiU däy. m to the court in the moming. We most all to 
the warsy and thj place sliall be honoorable. I'll procnre 
this fat rogae a Charge of foot; and I know his death will be 
a march of twelve-score. The money shall be paid back again 
with adrantage. Be with me betimes in the moming; and 
so, good morrow, Pointz. 

Pool. Good morrow, good my lord. [ExeunU 



ACT IIL 
ScEHX I. Bangor, A room in the Archleacon^s house. 

ErUer H.oTBPUKy Wobcbsteb, Mortimsr, and Gi^ndowsr. 

Mort, These promises are fair, the parties sure, 
And oor induction fuU of prosperous hope. 

Hot Lord Mortuner, — and cousin Glendower, — 
Will you sit down? — 
And unde Worcester: — a plague upon it! 
I liaye forgot the map. 

Glend, No,hereitis. 

Sit, cousin Percy; — sit, good cousin Hotspur, 
For hy that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, bis cheek looks pale, and with 
A nsing sigh he wisheth you in heaven. 

Hot And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

GlenoL I cannot blame him: at my nativity 
The front of heaven was füll of fieiy shapes, 
Of buming cressets; and at my birth 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a coward. 

Hot Why, so it would have done 

At the same season, if your mother*s cat 
Had kitteji*d| though yonrself had ne'er been bom. 
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Gienä, I say tiie earth dld sliake wlien I was born. 
Hot. And I say the earth was not of my mind, 
If you suppose äs fearing you it shook. 

Glend, The heavens were all on fire, the earth did tremble. 

Hot 0, then th* earth shook to see the heavens on fire , 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diseas^d nature oftentunes breaks forth 
In Strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch'd and vex'd 
By the imprisoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb; which, for enlargement striving, 
Shakes the old beldam earth, and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth, 
Cur grandam earth, having this distemperature , 
In passion shook. 

Glend, Cousin, ofmany men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To teil you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heaven was fiill of fiery sbapes; 
The goats ran from the mountains , and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the fHghted fields. 
These signs have mark*d me extraordinary; 
And all Üie courses of my lifo do show 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, — clipp*d in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales, — 
Which calls me pupil , or hath read to me? 
And bring bim out that is but woman's son 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
And hold me pace in deep ezperiments. 

Hot I think there is no man speaks better Welsh. — 
m to dinner. 

Mort. Peace, cousin Percy; you will make him mad. 

Glend, I can call spirits from the yasty deep. 

Hot, Why, so can I, or so can any man; 
But will they come when you do call for tiiem? 
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Glend, Why, I can teach tliee , cousin, to command 
■ Thedevil. 

Hot And I can teach thee , coz , to sliame the dcTÜ 
] Bjtelling truth: teil truth, and shame the deviL — 
1 Kthon have power to raise him, bring him hither, 
And 111 be swom IVe power to shame him hence. 
0, while 70a live, teil truth, and shame the devil! 

Mort, Come, come, 
No more of this improfitable chat. 

Glend, Three times hath Henrj Bolingbroke made head 
Against my power; thrice from the banks of Wje 
And sandy-bottom*d Sevem have I sent 
Him bootless home and weather-beaten back. 

HoU Home without boots , and in foul weather too ! 
How Bcap*d he agues, in the deviFs name? 

GUnd, Come, here's the map: shall we divido our right 
According to our threefold Order ta'en? 

Mort, The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits veiy equally : — 
England, from Trent and Sevem hitherto, 
By Bouth and east is to mj part assign'd: 
Ali westward, Wales beyond the Sevem shore. 
And all the fertile land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower: — and, dear coz, to jou 
The remnant northward, lying oiF from Trent, 
And our indentures tripturtite are drawn; 
Which being sealed interchangeably^ — 
A business that this night may ezecute , — 
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I, 
And my good Lord of Worcester , will set forth 
To meet your father and the Scottish power, 
Asis appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 
My father Glendower is not ready yet, 
Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days : — 
[To Glmd.'l Within that space you may have drawn together 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 

Gkßd. A shorter time shaU send me to you , lords ; 
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And in my conduct sHall yoür ladies come; 
From whom 70a now must steal, and take no leave, 
For there will be a world of water shed 
Upon the parting of yonr wives and 70a. 

Hot, Methinks mj moiety, north from Bnrton here, 
In qoantily equals not one of yours: 
See how ^is riyer comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the best of all mj land 
A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 
m have the current in this place damm'd up; 
And here the smug and ailver Trent shall run 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 
It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 
To rob me of so rieh a bottom here. 

Glend, Not wind? it shall, it mnst; you see it doth. 

Mort. Yea, but 
Mark how he bears his course , and rons me up 
With like advantage on the otiier side; 
Gelding th' oppos^d continent as much 
As on'tiie other side it takes from you. 

Wor, Yea, but a little charge will trench him here , 
And on this north side win this cape of land; 
And then he runs straightly and evenly. 

Hot. VII have it so: a little charge will do it. 

Glend. I will not have it alter*d. 

Hot. Will not you? 

Glend. No , nor you shall not. 

Hot. Who shall say me nay? 

Glend. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not understand you , then; 

Speak it in Welsh. 

Glend. 1 can speak English, lord, as well as you; 
For I was train*d up in the English court; 
Where, being but young, I framM to the harp 
Many an English ditfy lovely well, 
And gave the tongne a helpful omament, -— 
A virtue that was never seen in you. 
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Hot. Marry, and I'm glad of it with all my heart: 
Ihad rather be a kitten, and cry mew, 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers; 
Ihad rather hear a brazen canstick tum'd, 
Or a dij wheel grate on tlie axletree; 
And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Notiiing so mach as mincing poetiy: — 
Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag. 

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent tum*d. 

Hot I do not care: TU give thrice ao much land 
To any weli-deserving £dend; 
Bat in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
I'Ü cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone? 

Glend. The moon shines fair; you may away by night: 
l'U in and haste the writer , and withal 
Break with your wives of your departure hence: 
I am a&aid my daughter will run mad , 
So mach she doteth on her Mortimer. \Exit. 

Mori. Fie, cousin Percy! how yon cross my father! 

Hot, I cannot choose: sometime he angers me 
With telHng me of the moldwarp and the ant, 
Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies, 
And of a dragon and a fin],ess fish, 
A elip-wing*d grif^ and a moulten raven , 
A Coaching lion and a ramping cat , 
And sach a deal of skimble-skamble staff 
Aß puts me from my faith. 1 teil you what , — 
He held me last night at the least nine hoors 
In reckoning up the several devils' names 
Thatwere his lackeys: I cried "hum,** and "well, go to," 
Bnt mark'd him not a word. 0, he's as tedions 
( As ia a tir^d horse, a railing wife ; 
jWorse than a smoky house: — I had rather Uve 
iWith cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, 
IThan feed on cates and have him talk to me 
;ia auy sonuncr-house in Christendom. 
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MorU In faith, he is a worthy gentleman*, 
Exceedingly well-read, and profited 
In stränge concealments; valiant as a lion, 
And wondrous affable, and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I teil 70a, cousin? 
He holds your temper in a high respect. 
And curbs himself even of his natural scope 
When you do cross his hmnour; faith, he does: 
I Warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might 80 haye tempted him as you have done , 
Without the taste of danger and reproof : 
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor, In faith, my lord,youare too wilfiil-blame; 
And since your Coming hither haye done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 
You must needs leam, lord, to amend this fault: 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, blood, — 
And that's the dearest grace it renders you, — 
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 
Defect of manners , want of govemment, 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain: 
The least of which haunting a nobleman 
Loseth men's hearts, and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all paits besides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot, Well, I am schooFd: good manners be your speed! 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Re-enter Glemdoweb, wWi Lady Mobtdisb and Lady Pebct. 

Mort, This is the deadly spite that angers me , — 
My wife can speak no EngliBh, I no Welsh. 

Glend. My daughter weeps: she will not part with you; 
She'll be a soldier too, she'U to the wars. 

Mort. Good father, teil her she and my aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 

[Glendotoer speaks to Lady Mortimer in W€ls\ 
and she answers Um in the same, 
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GleneL She's desperate here; a peevish self-will'd har- 
lotzj, 
One no persuasion can do good apon. 

[Ladg Mortmer speaks to Mortimer tn Welsh, 

Mort, I anderstaiid thy looks: that pretty Welsh 
Which thou poiir*8t down from these swelling heayens 
I am too perfeet in; and, but for shame, 
In such a parlej should I answer thee. 

[Lady Mortimer speaks to htm agam m Wdsh. 
I imderstand thj kisses , and thou mine , 
And that's a feeling dispatation: 
Bot I will nerer be a tmant, love, 
TDl I kave leam'd thy langaage; for tibj toQgue 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn'd, 
Snng by a fair queen in a summer'B bower, 
Witii rayishing division, tO/her Inte. 

Glend. Nay, if you melt, then will sbe ran quite mad. 

[Lcidy Mortimer speaks to Mortimer agam m WeUJu 

Mort. O, I am ignorance itself in this I 

Glend, She bids you 
üpon the wanton rushes lay yon down, 
And rest yonr genüe head Tlpon her lap, 
And she will sing the song that-pleaseth yon, 
And (m yonr eyelids crown the god of sleep, 
Quaming yonr blood with pleasing heaviness; 
Making sach difference betwizt wsike and sleep, 
As is the difference betwizt day and night, 
The bomr before the heayenly-hamess'd team 
Begins bis golden progress in the east. 

MftrL With all my heart I'll sit and hear her sing: 
By that time will our book , I think, be drawn. 

Glend, Do so; 
And those mosieians that shall play to you 
Hang mibe air a thousand leagues £rom hence; 
Yet straigbt they shall be here: sit, and attend. 

HoL Come, Kate, thoa art perfeet in lying down: come , 
^ck, qoick , that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

ßhakesptare* UZ 4 
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Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. [The music plays, 

Hot Now I perceive the devil understands Welsh j 
And 'tis no maxvel lie's so humorous. 
By'r lady, he's a good musioian. 

Lady P. Then sliould you be nothing but musical; for 
you are altogether goveroed by humours. Lie still, ye thief, 
and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 

Hot I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl in Irish. 

Lady P, Wouldst thou have thy head broken? 

Hot No. 

Lady P. Then be still. 

Hot Neither; 'tis a woman*8 fault. 

Lady P. Now Grod help thee ! 

Hot To the Welsh lad/s bed. 

LadyP. Whafsthat? 

Hot Peace! she sings. 

[A Welsh song sung by Lady Mortmer, 
Come, Kate, I'll have your song too. 

La^ P. Not mine , in good sooth. 

Hot Not yours, in good sooth! 'Heart, you swear like 
a comfit-maker*s wifel "Not you, in good sooth;" and "as 
true as I live;" and "as God shall mend me;" and "as siure 
as day;** 

And giv'st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths, 
As if thou ne*er walk'dst further than Finsbiiry. 
Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 
A good mouth-fiUing oath; and leave "in sooth," 
And such prot^st of pepper-gingerbread , 
To velvet-guards and Sunday-citizens. 
Come, sing. 

Lady P. I will not sing. 

Hot 'Tis the next way tö tum tailor, or be redbreast 
teacher. An the indentures be drawn, TU away within these 
two hours; and so, come in when ye will. [Exlt 

GlerA. Come, come^ Lord Mortimer; you are as slow 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. 
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Bj fhis onr book 'b drawn; we'll bat seal, and then 
To horse immediately. 

MorL With all mj heart [ExeunU 

ScsHX n. London. A room in the palace. 

Enter King Henbt, Prince Henbt, and Lords. 

K. Hen. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of Wales and I 
Most bare some private Conference: bat be near at band, 
For we sball presently have need of yoa. [Exeunt Lords, 

I know not wbether God will have it so , 
For some displeasing service I bave done , 
Tbat, in bis secret doom, oat of my blood 
Hell breed revengement and a scoorge for me ; 
Bat tbou dost, in thy passages of life, 
Ifake me believe that thoa art only mark*d 
For the bot yengeance and the rod of heaven 
To ponisb my mistreadings. Teil me eise , 
Cooldr sacb inordinate and low desires , 
Sacb poor, sach base, such lewd, sach mean attempts, 
Such harren pleasures, rüde society, 
As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart? 

P. Hen, So please your majesty, I would I could 
Qoit all offences with as clear excase 
As well as I am doabtless I can porge 
Myself of many I am charg'd withal: 
Yet such extenuation let me beg, 
As, in reproof of many tales devis'd , — 
Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear , — 
By smiling pick-thanks and base news<mongers , 
I may, for some things trae, wherein my youth 
Hath faalty wander'd and irregulär, 
Find pardon on my true Submission. 

K, Hen. GU)d pardon thee! — yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy afPections, which do hold a wing 
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Quito from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in Council thou hast rudely lost, 

Which by thy younger brother is supplied; 

And art almost an allen to the hearts 

Of all the court and princes of my blood : 

The hope and expectation of thy time 

Is min'd; and the soul of every man 

Prophetically does forethink thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of my presence been, 

So common-hackney*d in the eyes of men, 

So stale and cheap to vulgär Company, — 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had still kept loyal to possession, 

And lefbme in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir 

But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at; 

That men would teil their children, "This is he;" 

Others would say, " Where, which is Bolingbroke?" 

And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 

And dress'd myself in such humility 

That I did pluck allegiance from men*s hearts, 

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 

Even in the presence of the crown^d king. 

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new; 

My presence, like a rohe pontifical, 

Ne*er seen but wonder*d at: and so my state, 

Seldom but sumptuous, show^d like a feast, 

And won by rareness such solemnity. 

The sklpping king, he ambled up and down 

With shallow jesters and rash bayin wits , 

Soon kindled and soon bumt; carded his state; 

Mingled his royalty with capering fools; 

Had his great name profan^d witi^ their scoms; 

And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 

Of every beardless vain comparative; 
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Grew a companion to the common streets, 

Enfeo^d himself to popularity; 

Thaty being daily swaliow'd hy men*a eyes, 

They Burfeited with honey, and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 

More than a little is hj mach too mach. 

So, when he had occasion to be seen, 

He was bat as the cuckoo is in Jane, 

Heard, not regarded, — seen, bat with such ejes 

As, aick and blanted with commanity, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on san-like majesly 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes; 

Bat rather drowz'd, and hang their eyelids down , 

Slept in his face, and render'd sach asp^ct 

As cloudy men ase to their adversaries, 

Being with his presence glntted, gorg'd, and füll. 

And in that veiy line, Harry, stand'st thou; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 

With YÜe participation: not an eye 

Bat is a>weaiy of thy common sight, 

Saye mine, which hath desir'd to see thee more; 

Which now doth that I woald not have it do, — 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracioas lord, 
Be more myself. 

K. Hen, For all the world, 

As thou art. to this hour, was Bichard then 
When I from France set foot at Bavenspurg; 
And even as I was then üb Percy now. 
Now, by my sceptre, and my soal to boot, 
He hath more worthy interest to the state 
Than thoa, the shadow of saccession; 
For, of no right, nor coloar like to right. 
He doth fill fields with harness in the realm; 
Tnms head against the iion*s arm^d jaws; 
And, being no more in debt to years than thou. 
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Leads andent lords and reverend bishops on 
To bloody battles and to bruising arms. 
What never-djing hononr hath he got 
Against rencwn^d Douglas! whose high deeds, 
Whose hot incursions, and great nazne in arms, 
Hoids from all soldiers chief mfgority 
And militaiy tiüe capital 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ: 
Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing-clothes, 
This Infant warrior, in hi^ enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas: ta*en him once, 
EnlargM him, and made a firiend of him, 
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 
And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 
And what say you to this? Percj, Northumberland^ 
Th' Archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, and Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us, and are up. 
,But wherefore do I teil these news to theeV 
Why, Harry, do I teil thee of my foes, 
Which art my near*st and dearest enemy? 
Thou that art like enough, — through vassal fear, 
Base inclination, and the start of spieen, — 
To fight against me under Percy*s pay, 
To dog his heels, and court'sy at his £rowns, 
To show how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Hen. Do not think so; you shall not find it so: 
And God forgive them that so much have sway'd 
Your majesty's good thoughts away from me! 
I will redeem all this on Percy^s head , 
And, in the closing of some glorioüs day, 
Be bold to teil you that I am your son; 
When I wiU wear a garment all of blood , 
And stain my f avour in a bloody mask , 
Which, wash'd away, shall scour my shame with it 
And that shaU be the day, whene*er it lights, 
That this same child of honour and renown, 
This gallant Hotspur , this all-prais^d knight, 
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And your unthought-of Harry, chauce to meet. 

For every honour sitting on his heim , 

Would they were miütitudes , and on my head 

My shames redoubled! for the time will come, 

That I shall make this northem youth exchange 

His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, gdod my lord, 

T' engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And I will call him to so strict account, 

That he shaU render every glory up , 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, I promise here: 

The which if he he pleas*d I shall perform, 

I do beseech your majesty, may salve 

The long-grown womids of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands; 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 

£re break the smällest parcel of this vow. 

K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this: -^ 
Thou shalt have Charge and sovereign trust herein. 

Enter Sir Walter Blünt. 

How now, ^od Bluntl thy looks are fall of speed. 

Blunt, So is the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word 
That Douglas and the English rebels met 
Th' eleventh of this month at Shrewsbuiy : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
If promises be kept on every band , 
As ever offer'd foul play in a State. 

K. Hen. The Earl of Westmoreland set forth to-day ; 
With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster; 
For this advertisement is five days old: — 
On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set forward; 
On Thursday we ourselves will march: 
Our meeüng is Bridgenorth: and, Harry, you 
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Shall march through Glostershire; hj wMcb account, 

Our business valu^d, some twelve days hence 

Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet. 

Our hands are füll of business: let's away; 

Advantage feeds bim fat, wbile inen delay. [Exeunt, 

ScENB in. Eastcheap, A room in the Boar^s-Head Taoein. 

Enter Falstaff and Babdolfh. 

Fol. Bardolpb, am I not fallen away vilely since tbis last 
action? do I not bäte? do I not dwindle? Wby, my skin 
bangs about me like an old lady's loose gown; I am witbered 
like an old apple-Jobn. Well, 111 repent, and tbat suddenly, 
wbile I am in some liking; I sball be out of beart sbortly, 
and tben I sball bave no strengtb to repent. An I bavq not 
forgotten wbat tbe inside of a cburcb is made of , I am a 
peppercom, a brewer's borse: tbe inside of a cburcb! Com- 
pany, villanous Company, batb been the spoil of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot live long. 

Fol, Wby, there is it: — come, sing me a bawdy song; 
make me meny. I was as virtuously given as a genüeman 
need to be; virtuous enougb; swore little; diced not above 
seven times a week; went to a bawdy-bouse not above once 
in a quarter — of an bour; paid money tbat I borrowed — 
three or four times; Uyed well, and in good compass: and 
now I live out of all order, out of all compass. 

Bard. Wby, you are so fat, Sir John, tbat you must 
needs be out of all compass, — out of all reasonable compass, 
Sir Jobn. 

Fol. Do thou amend thy face, and TU amend my life: 
tbott art our admiral, thou bearest the lautem in the poop, 
— but 'tis in tbe nose of tbee; thou art tbe Enight of the 
Buming Lamp. 

Bard. Wby, Sir Jobn, my face does you no barm. 

Fol. No, rU be swom; I make as good use of it as many 
a man dotb of a deatb*s-bead or a tnemento mori: I never see 
thy face but I tbink upon bell-fire, and Dives tbat lived in 
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porple; for there he is ia bis robes, buming, buming. If 
Ihou wert &nj way given to virtae, I would swear by thy 
&ce; mj oath shoiüd be, ^^Bj this fire, that's 6od*8 augel:" 
bat thou art altogether giyen over; and wert indeed, but for 
Öie ligbt in thy face, the son of utter darkness. Wben thou 
rannest np Gradshill in the night to catch my horse , if I did 
not think thou hadst been an ignis fatuus or a ball of wild- 
ere, thare^s no purchase in money. 0, thou art a perpetual 
triumph, an everlasting bonfire-light! Thou hast saved me a 
thousand inarks in links and torches, Walking with theo in 
tiie night betwixt tayem and tavem: but the sack that thou 
hast drunk me would have bought me lights as good cheap 
at the dearest chandler's in Europe. I have maintained that 
Salamander of yours with fire any time this two-and-thirty 
yeara; Grod reward me forlt! 

Bard. *Sblood, I would my face were in your bellyl 
Fol, Grod-a-mercy! so should I be sure to be heart- 
bomed. 

Enter Hostess. 

How now, Dame Partlet the hen ! have you inquired yet who 
picked my pocket? 

Host. Whjj Sir John, what do you thlnk, Sir John? do 
you think I kecp thieves in my house? I have searehed, I 
have inquired, so has my husband, man by man, boy by boy, 
servant by servant: the tithe of a hair was never lost in my 
house before. 

FaL Ye lie, hostess: Bardolph was shaved, and lost many 
a hair; and 1*11 be swom my pocket was picked. Go to, you 
are a woman, go. 

Host. Who, I? no; I defy thee: God's light, I was never 
caÜed so in mine own house before. 

FaL Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host. No, Sir John; you do not know me, Sir John. I 
know yoTif Sir John: 7t)u owe me money, Sir John; and now 
you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it: I bought you a dozen 
ixf Shirts to your back. 
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Fol, Dowlas, filthy dowlas: 1 hJave given them away to 
bakers* wives, aiid thej have made bolters of them. 

Host, Now, as I am a tnie woman, hoUand of eight Shil- 
lings an eil. You owe money here besides, Sir. John, for your 
diet and by^drinkings, and money lent you, four-and-twenty 
pound. 

Fol. He had his purt of it; let him pay. 

Host. He? alas, he is poor; he hath nothing. 

FcU. How! poor? look upon his face; what call you 
rieh? let them coin his nose, let ihevä coin his chöeks; I'U 
not pay a denier. What, will you make a younker of me? 
shall I not take muie ease in mine inn, but I shall have my 
pocket picked? I have lost ä seal-ring of my grandfather's 
worth forty mark. 

Host, Jesu, I have heard the prince teil him, I know 
not bow oft, that that ring was copper! 

Fol. How! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup: ^sblood, an 
he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if he would 
say so. 

Enter Prince Henby and Pointz, märchmg. Falstafp meets 
tliemy playing on Jus trunclieon like a fife. 

How now, lad! is the wind in that door, i'faith? must we all 
march? 

Bard, Yea, two and two, ^ewgate-fashion. 

Host My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P. Hen, What sayest thou, Mistress Quickly? How does 
thy husband? I love him well; he is an honest man. 

Host, Good my lord, hear me. 

Fol, Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, Jack? 

Fol, The other night I feil asleep here behind tlie arrafe, 
and had my pocket picked: this housc is turned bawdy- 
hoüse; they pick pockets. « 

P. Hen, What didst thou lose, Jack? * 

Fol, Wilt thou believe me, Hai? thrce or four bonds of 
forty poond a-piece, and a seal-ring of my grandfather's. 
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P. Hen, A trifle, Bome elght-penny matter. 

Host, So I told him, my lord; and I said 1 heard youp 
grace say so: and, my lord, he speaks most vilely of you, like 
afoul-mouthed man as he is; and said he woold cndgel you. 

P. Hm. What! he did not? 

Hosu There's neither.faith, trath, nor womanhood in me 



Fd. There's no more faith in thee than in a stewed 
pnme; nor no more trath in thee than in a drawn fox; and 
for womanhood y Maid Marian may be the deputy's wife of 
the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Host, Say, what thhig? what thing? 

Fd. What thing! why, a thing to thank God on. 

Host I am no thing to thank God on, I wonld thon 
thonldst know it; I am an honest man*8 wife: and, setting 
thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave to call me so. 

Fd. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast to 
»7 otherwise. 

HosL Say, what beast, thou knave, thou? 

Fd. What beast! why, an otter. 

P. Hen, An otter, Sir John! why an otter? 

Fd. Why, she's neither fish nor flesh ; a man knows not 
where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so : thou or any 
DJan knows where to have me, thou knave, thou! 

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he slanders thee 
most grossly. 

HosL So he doth you, my lord; and said this other day 
you ought him a thousand pound. 

P.Hen. Sirrah, do Iowe you a thousand pound? 

Fd. A thousand pound, Hai! a million: thy love is worth 
amiUion; thou qwest me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and said he 
wonld cudgel you. 

Fd. DidI,4Bardolph? 

ßard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fd. Yea, — if he said my ring was copper. 
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P. Ben, I saj 'tis copper: darest thou be as göod as thy 
Word now? 

Fol, Why, Hai, thou knowest, as thou art but man, I 
dare; but as thou art prince, I fear thee as I fear the roaring 
of the lion*B whelp. 

P. Hen. And whj not as the lion? 

Fol, The king himself is to be feared as the lion: dost 
thou think TU fear thee as I fear thj father? nay, an I do, I 
pray G^d my girdle break. 

P. Hen, O, if it should, how would thj guts fall about 
thy knees! But, sirrah, there*B no room for faith, truth, nor 
honesty in this bosom of thine , — it is all filled up with guts^ 
and midriff. Charge an honest woman with picking thy 
pocket! why, thou whoreson, impudent, embossedrascal, if 
there were any thing in thy pocket but tavem-reckonings, 
memorandmns of bawdy-houses, and one poof penny worth of 
sugar-candy to make thee long-winded, — if thy pocket were 
enriched with any other injuiiies but these, I am a villain: 
and yet you will stand to it; you will not pocket-up wrong: 
art thou not ashamed? 

Fol. Dost thou hear, Hai? thou knowest in the State of 
innocency Adam feil; and what should poor Jack Falstaff do 
in the days of yillany? Thou seest I have more flesh than 
another man; and therefore more frailty. You confess, then, 
you picked my pocket? 

P. Hen, It appears so by the stoiy. 

Fol. Hostess, I forgive thee: go, make ready breakfast; 
love thy husband, look to thy servants, cherish thy guests: 
thou shalt find me tractable to any honest reason; thou seest 
I am pacified. — Still? — Nay, prithee, be gone. [ExU Host- 
ess,] Now, Hai, to the news at court: for the robbeiy, lad, — 
how is that answered? 

P. Hen. 0, my sweet beef , I must still be good angel to 
thee: — th6 money is paid back again. 

Fol, O, I do not like that paying back ; 'tis a double labour. 

P. Hen. I am good friendis with my father, and may do 
any thing. 
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Fol. Roß me the exchequer the £rst tliing thou doest, 
' uid do it with ^Ilwashed hands too. 

Bord, Do, mj lord. 

P. Hm. I have procured thee, Jack, a Charge of foot. 

Fd, I woold it had been of horse. Where shall I find 
one Üiat can steal well? 0, for a fine thief, of the age of two- 
and'twenfy or thereaboutsl I am heinoaslj unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for these rebels, — thej offend none but the 
nrtaoos: I laud them, I praise tiiem. 

P. Hen. Bardolph, — 

Bord, Mylord? 

P. Hm. Go bear tfais letter to Lord John of Lancaster , 
My brotiier John; thia to my Lord of Westmoreland. 

[Exü Bardolph. 
60, Pointz, to horse, to horse; for thou and I 
Haye fhirty miles to ride ere dinner-tune. [Exü Pointz. 

Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall 
Attwo o'dock in the aftemoon: 
There ahali thou know thy Charge; and there receive 
Money and order for their fumiture. 
The land is buming; Percy Stands on high; 
And dther they or we must lower lie. [Eocit 

Fol, Bare wordsl brave worldt — Hostess, my break- 
fast; come: — 
0, 1 coald wish this tavem were my drumi [Exü, 



ACT IV. 
ScBNB L The rebel camp near Shrewshury. 

Euter Hotspub, Wosgestxb, and Douglas. 

^ot. Well Said , my noble Scot : if speaking truth 
lathig fine age were not thought flattery. 
Such attribation should the Douglas have, 
Aj not a soldier of this season's stamp 
Mould go so general current through the world. 
% öod, I cannot flatter; I defy 
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The tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man tban yourself : 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord. 

Doug, Thou art the king of hononr: 
No man so potent breathes upon the ground 
But I will beard bim. 

Hot, Do so, and 'tis well. — 

Enter a Messenger wiih lettet^s. 
What letters hast thou there? — I can but thank you. 

Mess. These letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him! why comes he not himself ? 

Mes8, He cannot come , my lord; he's grievous sick. 

Hot, Zounds! how has he the leisure to be sick 
In such a justling time? Who leads bis power? 
Under whose govemment come they along? 

Mess. His letters bear bis mind, not I, my lord. 

Woi\ I prithee , teil me , doth he keep his bed? 

Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth; 
And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much fear'd by bis physicians. 

War, I would the state of time had first been whole 
Ere he by sickness had been visited : 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now! droop now! this sickness doth infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprise^ 
'Tis catching hither, even to our camp. — 
He writes me here , that inward sickness , — 
And that his Mends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn; nor did he think it meet 
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
On any soul remov'd, but on his own. 
Tet doth he give us bold advertisement, 
That with our small conjunction we should on , 
To see how fortune is dispos'd to us ; 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
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3cause the king is certainly possess'd 
Of all onr purposes. What sa^ you to it? 

Wor, Tour father*s sickness is a maim to iis. 

Hot A perilous gash, a veiy limb lopp*d off: — 
And yet, in faith, it's not; bis present want 
Seems more than we ahall find it : — were it good 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast? to set so rieh a' main 
On the nice hazard of one doabtful hour? 
It were not good; for therein shonld we read 
The yeiy bottom and the booI of hope, 
The yeiy list, the very atmest bound 
Of aU our fortunes. 

Doug, Faith, and so we should; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion; 
And we may boldly spend upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot A rendezvoos , a home to fly unto , 
If that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

Wor. But yet I would your father had been here. 
The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division: it will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl firom hence: 
And thmk how such an apprehension 
May tum the tide of f earful faction , 
And breed a kind of question in our cause; 
For well yon know we of the offering aide 
Hust keep aloof from strict arbitrement, 
And stop all sight-holes , every loop from whence 
The eye of reason niay pry in upon us: 
^This absence of your father's draws a curtain, 
iThat shows the Ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of; 
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Hot. You strain too far. 

I, rather , of bis absence make this use: — 
It lends a luBtre and more great opinion, 
A laiger dare to onr great enterprisei 
Than if the earl were here ; f or men most think , 
If we, without bis belp , can make a bead 
To pnsb against tbe kingdom, witb bis belp 
We sball o*ertum it topay-turvy down. — 
Yet all goes well, yet all onr joints are wbole. 

Doug, As beart can tbink : tbere is not sucb a word 
Spoke of in Scotland as tbis term of fear. 

Enter Sir Richabd Vebnon. 

Hot, My cousin Vemon! welcome, by my soul. 

Ver. Pray God my news be wortb a welcome, lord. 
Tbe Earl of Westmoreland, seven tbousand strong, 
Ib marcbing bitberwards; witb bim Prince Jobn. 

Hot. No barm : — wbat more ? 

Ver. And fürtber, I bave leam'd, 

Tbe king bimself in person is set fortb, 
Or lutberwards intended speedily, 
Witb strong and migbly preparation. 

Hot. He sball be welcome too. Wbere is bis son 
Tbe nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 
And bis comrddes, tbat daff tbe world aside, 
And bid it pass? 

Ver. All fdmisb'd , all in arms ; 

All plam*d like estridges tbat wing tbe wind; 
Bated like eagles baving lately batb*d; 
GUttering in golden coats, like Images; 
As fall of spirit as tbe montb of May, 
And gorgeous as tbe sun at midsummer; 
Wanton as yontbM goats, wild as young buUs. 
I saw young Harry, — witii bis beaver on, 
His cuisses on bis thigbs, gallantly arm'd, — 
Bise from tbe ground like featber'd Mercniy, 
And yanlted witb sncb ease into bis seat. 
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if an angel dropp*d down from the clouds, 

turn and wind a fiery Pegasus , 
'And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 

Hot. No more, no more: worse than the snn in March, 
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come; 
They come like saerifices in their tnm, 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of smokj war, , 
AU hot and bleeding, will we offer them: 
The mailM Mars shall on bis altar sit 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire 
To hear this rieh reprisal is so nigh , 
And yet not ours. — Come, let me taste my horse, 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 
Hany to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 
lieet, and ne'er part tili one drop down a corse. — 
0, that Glendower were comel 

Ver, There is more news: 

Ileam'd in Worcester, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw bis power this fourteen days. 

Doug. That's the worst tidings that I hear of yet. 

War. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 

Hot. What may the king*s whole battle reach unto? 

Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let itbe: 

My father and Glendower being both away, 
The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us take a muster speedily: 
Doomsday is near; die all, die merrily. 

Doug. Talk not of dying : I am out of fear 
Of death or death's band for this one half-year. [Exeunt, 

ScEME II. A public road near Coventry, 

Enter Falstaff and Bakdolph. 
Fol, Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fiU me a 
bottle of sack: our soldiers shall march through; we'll to 
Sutton-Ck)'fil' to-night. 

8kake9peare, UI. 5 
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Bard, Will you give me money, captain? 

FaL Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

Fol, Au if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it make 
twenty, take them all; 111 answer the coinage. Bid my 
lieutenant Feto meet me at the town*s end. 

Bard. I will, captain: fsurewell. {Exiu 

Fol, If I be not ashamed of my soldiers , I am a soused 
gumet. I have misused the king's press damnably. I have 
got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty soldiers, three hun- 
dred and odd pounds. I pressed me none but good house- 
holders, yeomen's sons; inquired me out contracted bachelors, 
such as had been asked twice on the banns; such a commodity 
of warm slaves as had as lief hear the devil as a drum; such 
as fear the report of a caliver wörse than a Struck fowl or a 
hurt wild-duck. I pressed me none but such toasts-and-butter, 
with hearts in their bellies no bigger than pins*-heads, and 
they have bought out their Services ; and now my whole Charge 
consists of anclents, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of com« 
panies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth^ 
where the glutton's dogs ITck bis söres; and such as, indeed, 
were never soldiers, but discarded unjust serving-men, 
younger sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and 
ostlers trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm world and a long 
peace; ten times more dishonourable ragged than an old faced 
ancient: and such have I, tP fiU up the rooms of tbem that 
have bought out their Services, that you would think that I 
had a hundred and fifty tattered prodigals lately come from 
swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks. A mad fellow 
met me on the way, and told me I had unloaded all the 
gibbets, and pressed the dead bodies. No eye hath seen such 
ßcarecrows. I'll not march through Goventry with them, 
that 's flat: — nay, and the villains march wide betwixt the 
legs, as if they had gyves on; for, indeed, I had the most of 
them out of prison. There's but a shirt and a half in all my 
Company; and the half-shirt is two napkins tacked together 
and thrown over the Shoulders like a herald's coat withont 
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pleeveB; and tbe shirt, to say the tnith, stolen firom my host 
m Saint Alban's , or the red^nose innkeeper of Davenüy. But 
Hat's all one ; they'll find linen enough on eveiy hedge. 

Enter Jhnnce Henbt and Westmobelahd. 

P. Hen, How now, blown Jack! how now, quilt! 

Fol. What, Hai! how now, mad wag! what a devil dost 
[fhou in "Warwickshire? — My good Lord of Westmoreland, I 

yoa mercy: I thoaght your houour had already been at 
[ßhrewsbury. 

WesU Faith, Sir John, *tis more than time that I were 
[ihere, and you too; but my powers are there abready. The 
I can tdl yoa, looks for os all: we must away all, to- 
[night. 

Fcd. Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilant as a cat to steal 
l&eam. 

P. Hen. I think, to steal cream, indeed; for thy theft 
ith already made thee butter. But teil me, Jack, whose 
fellows are these that come aPver? 

Fol, Mine. Hai, mine. 

P. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fol. Tut, tut; good enough to toss; food for powder, food 
for powder; they'll fill a pit as well as better: tush, man, 
)rtal men, mortal men. 

West. Ay, but, Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
Ipoor and bare , — too beggarly. 

Fol. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they had 

it; and for their bareness, 1 am sure they never leamed 
Ithat of me. 

P. Hen. No, I'll be swom; unless you call three fingers 
>n the ribs bare. But, sirrah, make haste: Percy is already 

the field. [Eont. 

Fal. What, 18 the king encamped? 

WesU He is, Sir John : 1 fear we shall stay too long. [ExiU 

Fal. Well, 
1*0 the latter end of a &ay and the beginuing of a feast 
its a dull £ghter and a keen guest. [Exit. 
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ScENB in. The rebel camp mar Skrewshury. 

Enter Hotspub, Worcbsteb, Douglas, anä Ysbjiov. 

Hot. Well fight with him to-night. 

Wor. It may not be. 

Doug, Yen giye him, then, advantage. 

Ver, Not a wliit 

Hot Why say you so? looks he not for supply? 

Ver. So do we. 

Hot. Bis is certain, ours is doabtfiil. 

Wor. Good cousin, be advis'd; stir not to-night. 

Ver. Do not, my lord. 

Doug. You do not coiinsel well: 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas: by my life, — 
And I dare well maintaln it with my life, — 
If well-respected honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counsel with weak fear 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives: — 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle 
Which of US fears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-night 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much, 
Being men of such great leading as you are , 
That you foresee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition: certain horse 
Of my cousin Yemon's are not yet come up: 
Your imcle Worcester*s horse came but to-day; 
And now their pride and metüe is asleep , 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horse is half the half of himself . 

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy 
In general, joumey-bated and brought low: 
The better part of ours are füll of rest. 
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Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours: 
for God's sake, cousin , staj tili all come in. 

[The trumpet sounds a parley. 

Enter Sir Walteb Blüht. 

Emt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 
If you Youchsafe me hearing and respeot. 

Hot. Welcome , Sir Walter Blont ; and would to God 
You were of our determination ! 
Some of US lore you well; and. even those some 
Eqt7 your great deservings and good name , 
Becaose 70a are not of our qoality, 
Bat stand against ms like an enemj. 

Blvnt. And God defend bat still I should stand so, 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You stand against anointed majesty! , 
But, to mj Charge. — The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs; and whereupon 
You cönjnre from the breast of dyil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious craelty. If that the king 
Ha?e any way your good deserts forgot, 
Which he conf esseth to be manifold , 
He bids you name your griefs; and with all speed 
Yoa shall have your desires with interest, 
And paidon absolute for yourself and these 
Herein misled by your Suggestion. 

Hot, The king is kind; and well we know the king 
Kqows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
% father and my uncle and myself 
Did gi?e him that same royalty he wears; 
Aad when he was not siz-and-twenty strong, 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 
Apoor unminded outlaw sneaking home, 
My father gave him welcome to the shore; 
And when he heard him swear and yow to God, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 
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To sue bis livery and beg liis peace , 

With tears of innocence and terms of zeal, — 

My father, in kind keart and pity mov'd, 

Swore him assistance, and perform'd it too. 

Nowy when the lords and barons of tbe reabn 

Perceiv'd Nortbumberland did lean to bim, 

Tbe more and less came in witb cap and knee ; 

Met bim in borougbs, cities, villages, 

Attended bim on bridges, stood in lanes, 

Laid gifts before bim, proffer*d bim tbeir oatbs, 

Gave bim tbeir beirs as pages, follow'd bim 

Even at tbe beels in golden multitudes. 

He presently, — as greatness knows itself , — 

Steps me a little bigber tban bis vow 

Made to my fatber, wbile bis blood was poor, 

lipon tbe naked sbore at ßavenspurg; 

And now, forsootb, takes on bim to reform 

Some certain edicts and some strait decrees 

Tbat lie too beavy on tbe commonwealtb; 

Cries out upon abuses , seems to weep 

Over bis country's wrongs; and, by tbis face, 

Tbis seeming brow of justice, did be win 

Tbe bearts of all tbat be did angle for: 

Proeeeded fiirtber; cut me off l£e beads 

Of all tbe favourites , tbat tbe absent king 

In deputation left bebind bim bere 

Wben be was personal in tbe Irisb war. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not tobear tbis. 

Hot, Tben to tbe pöint. 

In sbort time affcer, be depos^d tbe king; 
Soon after tbat, depriv'd bim of bis life; 
And, in tbe neck of tbat, task'd tbe wbole state: 
To make tbat worse , suffer*d bis kinsman Marcb , — 
Wbo is, if every owner were well plac'd, 
Indeed bis king, — to be engag'd in Wales, 
Tbere witbout ransom to üe forfeited; 
Disgrac*d me in my bappy victories, 
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Souglit to entrap me by intelligence; 
Rated mj uncle from the couucil-board; 
In rage dismiss'd mj father from the court; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong; 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek oat 
This head of safety; and withal to piy 
Into bis title, the which now we ßnd 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

BlunU Shall I return this ans wer to the king? 

UoU Not so, Sir Walter: we'U withdraw awhile. 
Gro to the kiQg; and let there be unpawn'd 
Some surety for a safe retum again, 
And in the momiug early shaU my oncle 
Bring him our purposes: and so, farewell. 

BlunU I would you would accept of grace and love. 

Hot. And may be so we shall. 

Blum. Pray God you do. 

[ExeunU 

Sc£Ns IV. York. A room in the Archbishop's palace. 
Enter the Archbishop of York and Sir Michael. 

Ar eh. Hie, good Shr Michael; bear this seal^d brief 
With wing^d haste to the lord marshal; 
This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest 
To whom tbey are directed. If you knew 
How much they do Import, you would make haste. 

Sir M. My good lord , 
I guess their tenour. 

Arch. Like enough you do. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must bide the touch; for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to understand, 
The king, with mighty and quick-rais^d power, 
Meets with Lord Harry: and, I fear, Sir Michael, 
What with the sickness of Northumberland, 
Whose power was in the first proportion, 
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And what with Owen Glendower's absence thence y 

Wlio with them was a rated sinew too, 

And comes not in, o*er-rnl'd bj prophecies, — 

I fear the power of Percy is too weak 

To wage an instant trial with the king. 

Sir M, Why, my good lord, you need not fear; there's 
Douglas 
And Lord Mortimer. 

Arck. No, Mortimer's not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vemon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there's my Lord of Worcester; and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble genüemen. 

Arch. And so there is: bat yet the king hath drawn 
The special head of all the land together; — 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster , 
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt; 
And many more corrivals and dear men 
'Of estimation and command in arms. 

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well oppos'd. 

Arch. Ihope no less, yet needful 'tis to fear; 
And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed: 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, 
For he hath heard of our confederacy, — 
And *tis but wisdom to make strong against him: 
Therefore make haste. I must go write again 
To other Mends; and so, farewäl, Sir Michael. {Exennu 

ACT V. 

ScENE L The King's camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enier King EEenbt, Prince Hbhbt, Prince John of Lancaster, 
Sir Walteb Blüht, and Sir Johh Falstaff. 

' K, Hen, How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon bosky hüll the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 
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?. Hm. The sonihem wind 

Doth plaj the tnmipet to his purposes; 
And hj hiB hollow whisiling in the leayes 
ForeteUs a tempest and a blusteiing day. 

, K. Hen, Then with the losers let it sympathise , 
For nothing can seem fonl to those that win. 

[The trumpet sounds* 
• 
ErUer Wobcbstbb and Ykbsov, 

Hov now, my Lord of Worcester ! 'tis not well 
That you and I should me^ upon such terms 
As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our tmst; 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace , 
To Crash our old limbs in ungentle steel: 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What say you to 't? will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorr^d war? 
And move in that obedient orb again 
Where you did gire a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 
ApTodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of bioachM mischief to the unbom times? 

Wor» Hear me , my liege : 
For mme own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours; for, I do protest, 
Ihaye not sought the day of this dislike. 

K, Hen, You have not sought it! well, how comes it, then? 

Fol, Bebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace! 

War, It pleasM your majesty to tum your looks 
Of fayour from myself and all our house; 
And yet I must remember you, my lord , 
We were the first and dearest of your friends. 
For you my staff of office did I break 
InBicihard's time; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your band, 
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When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortonate as I* 
It was myself, my brother, and his son, 
That brought you körne, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time. You swore to us, 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, 
That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state; 
Nor Claim no further than your new-falFn right, 
The seat of Gaont, dokedom of Laneaster: 
To this we swore our aid. But in short space 
It rain*d down fortune showering on your head; 
And such a flood of greatness feu on you, — 
What with our help, what with the absent king, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 
The seeming sufferances that you had borne , 
And the contrarious winds that held the king 
So long in his unlucky Irish wars 
That all in England did repute him dead, — 
And, from this swarm of fair advantages, 
You took occasion to be quickly woo'd 
To gripe the general sway into your band; 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster; 
And, being fed by us, you us*d us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo^s bird, 
Useth the sparrow, — did oppress our nest; 
Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk, 
That even our love durst not come near your sight 
For fear of swallowing; but with nimble wing 
We were enforc'd, for safety-sake , to fly 
Out of your sight, and raise this present head: 
Whereby we stand opposM by such means 
As you yourself have forg*d against yourself , 
By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 
Ajid violation of all f aith and troth 
Swom to ms in your younger enterprise. 

K. Hen. These things, indeed, you have articulated , 
Proclaim*d at market-crosses, read in churches. 
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To face the garment of rebellion 

With Bome &ie colour that joaay please the eye 

Offickle changiings and poor discontents , 

Which gape and rub the elbow at the news 

Of hurlyburly Innovation: 

And never yel did insurrection want 

Such water-colours to impaint his cause ; 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 

Of peUmeil havoe and confüsion. 

P. Ben. In both onr armies there is many a soul 
Shall pay fall dearly for this encounter , 
If once tiiey join in trial. Teil your nephew, 
The Pnnce of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy : by my hopcs , 
This present enterprise set off his head , 
I do not think a braver genüeman , 
More active-valiant or more valiant-young, 
More daring or more bold, is now aHve 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my pari, I may speak it to my shame, 
1 have a troant been to chivalry ; 
And 80 1 hear he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my father's majesiy, — 
I am content that he shaU take the oddB 
Of Ms great name and estimation, 
And will, to save the blood on eiüier side, 
Tiy fortane with him in a single fight. 

K Hm, And, Prince of Wales, so dare we venture thee, 
Albeit considerations infinite 
Do make against it. — No, good Worcester, no, 
Welove our people well; even those we love 
That are misled upon your cousin's part; 
And, will they take the offer of our grace , 
Both he, and they, and yon, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and 111 be Ms: 
So teU your cousin, and then bring me word 
What he wiU do : but if he will not y ield , 
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Bebnke and dread correction wait on us, 
And they shall do their office. So , be gone ; 
We will not now be troubled with reply: 
We offer fair; take it advisedlj. 

[Exeunt Worcester and Vemon, 

P. Hen. It wiU not be accepted, on my life: 
The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in arms. 

K, Hen. Hence, therefore, eyery leader to his Charge; 
For, on their answer, wUl we set on them: 
And God befriend us, as our cause is just! 

[Exeunt King, Blunt, and Prince John. 

Fol, Hai, if thou see me down in the batüe, and bestride 
me, so; 'tis a point of Mendship. 

P. Hen, Nothing but a colossus can do thee that friend- 
ship. Say thy prayers , and farew^. 

Fal. I would it were bedtime, Hai , and all well. 

P. Hen. Why, thou owest God a death. [Exit, 

FcU. 'Tis not due yet; I would be loth to pay him before 
his day. What need I be so forward with him tiiat calls not 
on me? Well, 'tis no matter; honour pricks me on. Yea, 
but how if honour prick me off when I come on? how then? 
Can honour set to a leg? no: or an arm? no: or take away 
the grief of a wound? no. Honour hath no skill in surgery, 
then? no. What is honour? a word. What is that word, 
honour? air. A trim reckoning! — Who hath it? he that 
died o' Wednesday. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? 
no. Is it insensible, then? yea, to the dead. But wiU it not 
live with the living? no. Why? detraction will not suffer it. 
Therefore I'll none of it: honour is a mere scutcheon: — and 
so ends my catechism. [Exit 

SoxNB n. The rebel camp. 

Enter Wobcbstbb and Ybbrov. 

War, 0, no , my nephew must not know, Sir Bichard , 
The liberal-kind offer of the king. 
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Ver. 'Twere best he did. 

Wor. Then are we all undone. 

It is not possible , it cannot Be , 
The king should keep his word in loving us; 
He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other fatdts: 
Suspicion all oor lives shall be stuck füll of eyes; 
For treason is but trusted llke the fox, 
Who, ne'er so tarne, so cheiish'd, and lock'd ap, 
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 
Look how we can, or sad or merrilj, 
Interpretation will misquote oor looks; 
And we shall feed like oxen at a stall, 
The better chensh'd, still the nearer death. 
My nephew's trespass maj be well forgot, — 
It hath th' excuse of youth and heat of biood ; 
And an adopted name of priyilege, — 
A hare-brain'd Hotspur, govem'd by a spieen: 
All his ofiPences lie upon my head 
And on his father's: we did train him on; 
And, his corruption being ta*en from us, 
We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know, 
In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, 111 say *tis so. 
Here comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspub and DonaLAs ; Officers and Soldiers hehrnd. 

Hot. My uncle is retum'd: — deliver up 
My Lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle , what news? 
Wor, The king will bid you battle presently. 
Dottg. Defy him by the Lord of Westmoreland. 
Hot. Lord Douglas , go you and teil him so. 
Doug. Marry, and shall, and very wiUingly. [Exit. 

Wor, There is no seeming mercy in the kmg. 
Hot. Didyoubegany? Godforbidl 
Wor. I told him genüy of our grievances, 
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Of his oath-breakiog; which he mended thos, 
By new-forswearing that he is forsworn : 
Hc calls US rebels, traitors; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful narae in us. 

Re-enter Douglas. 

Doitg. Arm, gentlemen; to arms! for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in ELing Henry 's teeth, 
And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickiy on. 

War, The Prince of Wales stepp'd forth before the kiug, 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to single fight. 

HoL 0, would the quarrel lay upon our heads; 
And that no man might draw short breath to-day 
But I and Harry Monmouth! Teil me, teil me, 
How show'd his tasking? seem'd it in contempt? 

Ver, No, by my soul; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg*d more modestly, 
Unless a brother should a brothcr dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man; 
Trimm'd up your praises with a princely tongue ; 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle; 
Making you ever better than his praise , 
By still dispraising praise valu'd with you: 
And, which became him like a prince indeed, 
He made a blushing cital of himself; 
And chid hi truant youth with such a grace, 
As if he master'd there a double spirit, 
Of teaching and of leaming instantiy. 
There did he pause : but let me teil the world , — 
If he outlive the envy of this day, 
England did never owe so sweet a hope, 
So much misconstru'd in his wantonness. 

Hot, Cousin, I think thou art enamourM 
Upon his foUies: never did I hear 
Of any prince so wild a libertine.' 
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Bat be he as he will , yet once ere night 

I will embrace bim with a soldier's arm , 

That he shall shrink unda: my courtesy. — 

Ann, arm with speed: — and, fellows, soldiers, friends, 

Better consider what you have to do 

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue, 

Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord , 
Here axe letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now. — 

gentlemen, the time of life is short! 
To spend that shortness basely were too long, 
If life did ride upon a diaFs point, 
Still ending at th' arrival of an hour. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings; \ 
If die , brave death, when princes die with tls ! 
Now, for onr consciences, — the arma are fair, 
When the intent of bearing them is just. 

Enter anotker Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, prepare; the king comes on apace. 

Hot. I thank him , that he cuts me from my tale, 
Per I profess not talking; only this, — 
Let each man do bis best: and here draw I 
A sword , whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of tMs perilous day. 
Now, — Esperance! — Percy! — and set on. — 
Sound all the lofty Instruments of war, 
And by that muaie let us all embrao»; 
For, heaven to earth, some of us nevsr shall 
A second time do suc^ a courtesy. 

[The trumpets sound. Thet/ embrace, and exeunt* 
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ScENE ni. Plam hetween ihe camps, 

ExcursionSf andpariies fighting, Alarum to the hattU. Then 
enter Douglas and Sir Walteb Blukt, meetmg, 

Blunt. What is thy name , that in the batüe thus 
Thou crosBest me? what honour dost thou seek 
lipon my head? 

Doug. Enow, then, my name is Douglas; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some teil me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. Thej teil thee trne. 

Doug» The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeness; for, instead of thee, King Harry, 
This sword hath ended him: so shall it thee, 
Unless thou yield thee as my piisoner. 

Blunt. I was not bom a yielder, thou proud Scot; 
And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford*s death. [They fightj and Blunt ü slain. 

Enter Hotsfub. 

Hot Douglas , hadst thou fought at Holmedon thus , 
I never had triiimph'd upon a Scot. 

Doug. All's done, all's won; here breathless lies the king. 

HoU Where? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas? no; I know this face fiill well: 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt; 
Semblably fumish'd like the king himself. 

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither it goes! 
A borrow'd tiüe hast thou bought too dear: 
Why didst thou teil me that thou wert a king? 

Hot. The king hath many masking in his coats. 

Doug. Now, by my sword , I will kiU all his coats; 
m murder all his wardrobe piece by piece , 
Until I meet the king. 

Hot. Up, and away! 

Our soldiers stand fall fairly for the day. [Exeunt, 
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Älarums, Enier Falstaff. 

Fol, Though I could scape shot-free at London, I fear 
the shot here; here's no scoring bat upon the pate. — Soft! 
who are 70U? Sir Walter Blunt: — there's honour for you! 
here's no Tanityl — I am as bot as molten lead, and as heavj 
too: God keep lead out of me! I need no more weight than 
mine own beweis. — I have led mj ragamuffins where they 
are peppered: there's but tbree of my bundred and fifty left 
alire; and tbey are for tbe town's end, — to beg during life. 
— But wbo comes bere? 

Enter Prince Henbt. 

P. Hen. Wbat, standest tbou idle bere? lend me tby 
sword : 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under tbe hoofs of raunting enemies , 
Wbose deatbs as yet are unreveng'd: I pritbee, 
Lend me tby sword. 

Fol, O Hai, I pritbee, give me leave to breatbe awbile. — 
Tnrk Gregory never did sucb deeds in arms as I bave done 
äiis day. I bave paid Percy, I bave made bim sure. 

P. Hen, He is, indeed; and living to kill tbee. 
I pritbee, lend me tby sword. 

Fol. Nay, before God, Hai, if Percy be alive, tbou gettest 
not my sword; but take my pistol, if tbou wilt. 

P. Hen, Give it me : wbat, is it in tbe case ? 

Fol. Ay, Hai. *Tis bot, 'tis bot: tbere's tbat will sack a 
city. [The Prince draws out a botile ofsack. 

P. Hen, Wbat, is*t a time to jest and dally now? 

[Throws it at Mm, and exit, 

Fol. WeU, if Perpy be alive, TU pierce bim. If be do 
come in my way, so; if be do not, if I come in bis wÜlingly, 
iet bim make a carbonado of me. I like not sucb grinning 
lionoor as Sir Walter batb: give me life; wbicb if I can 
ttve, so; if not, bonour comes unlooked for, and tbere's an 
od. [Ecit, 

Skttkeapeare. IJI^ 6 
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ScEHK lYt Another pari of the field, 

Alarums, Excursions, Enter King Henby, Prince Hsnbt , 
Prince John, and Westmobeland. 

K Hen, Iprithee, 
Harry, withdraw thyself ; thou bleed'st too much. — 
Lord John of Lancaster , go 70a with him. 

P. John. Not I , my lord , unLess I did bleed too. 

P. Hen, I do beseech your majesty, make up , 
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 

K. Hen, I will do so. — 
My Lord of Westmoreland , lead him to bis tent. 

West. Come , my lord , I will lead you to your tent. 

P. Hen. Lead me , my lord? I do not need your belp : 
And God forbid , a shallow Scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this, 
Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on, 
And rebels' arms triümph in massacres! 

P. John, We breatiie too long: — come, cousin West- 
moreland, 
Our duty this way lies: for GK>d's sake, come. 

[Exeunt Prince John and Westmoreland. 

P, Hen, By Grod, thou hast deceiy*d me, Lancaster; 
I did not think thee lord of such a spirit: 
Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, John; 
But now, I do respect thee as my soul. 

K. Hen, I saw him hold Lord Penr^ at the point 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown wazrior. 

P. Hen, 0, this boy 

Lends mettle to ufi all! [Exit. 

Marums, Enter Doüoijls. 
Dottg, Another king! they grow like Hydrats heads : 
I am the Douglas , fatal to all those 
That wear those colours on them: — what art thou, 
That coimterfeit*st the person of a king? 
. K, Hen, The king hunself ; who, Douglas, grieves at heart, 
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So manj of his shadows thou hast met, 
And not the yerj king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thjself about the field: 
Bot, seeing thou fall'st on me so Inckilj, 
I will assay thee: so, defend thyself. 

Daug. I fear thou art another coonterfeit; 
And yet, in fedth, thou bear'st thee Hke a king: 
Bat mine I'm sure thou art, whoe'er thou be, 
And thns I win thee. 

[Tk^ fight; the King hemg in danger ^ re-enier P. Henry. 

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againl Üie spirits 
Of valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arm: 
It 18 the Prince of Wales that threatens thee -, 
Who never promiseth but he means to pay. 

[Th&f fight: Douglas flies. 
CJheerly, my lord: how fares your grace? — 
Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent, 
And so hath Clifton: TU to Clifton straight. 

K, Hen, Stay, and breathe awhüe: — 
Thou hast redeem'd thy lost opinion; 
And show'd thou mak'st some tender of my life , 
In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 

P. Hen. GU)d, they did me too much injury 
That ever said I hearken'd for your death! 
If it were so, I might have let aJone 
Th' insulting band of Douglas over you, 
Wbich would have been as speedy in your end 
As all the poisonous potions in the world, 
And sav'd the treacherous labour of your son. 

K, Hen. Make up to Clifton: I'll to Sir Nicholas Gawsey 

[Exit 
Enter Hotsfüb. 

HoU If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

P, Hen, Thou speak'st as if I would deny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harry Percy, 

P, Hen, Why, then I see 

6» 
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A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 

To share with me in glory any more: 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 

Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to God 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine I 

P. Hen, I'll make it greater ere I part &om thee; 
And all the budding honours on thy crest 
I'll crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. [2'hey figfa. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fol. Weil said, Hall to it, Hall — Nay, you shall find 
no boy's play here, I can teil you. 

iJc-enf er Douglas; he fighis t(72(A Falstaff, who falls down as if 
he were dead^ and exit Douglas. Hotsfub is wounded^ and falls, 

Hot. Harry, thou hast robb*d me of my youth! 
I better brook the loss of brittle life 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me; 
They wound my thoughts worse than thy sword my flesh: — 
But thoughts the slaves of life, and life time's fool, 
And time that takes survey of all the world , 
Must have a stop. , 1 could prophesy, 
But that the earthy and cold band of death 
Lies on my tongue: — no, Percy, thou art dust, 
And food for — [Dies. 

P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy: fare thee well, great 
hearti — 
Bl-weav*d ambition, how much art thou shrunkl 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a boimd; 
But now two paces of the vilest earth 
Xs room enough: — this earth that bears thee dead 
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Bears not alive so stont a gentleman. 

If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

I should not make so dear a show of zeal: — 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face; 

And, even iu thy behalf, I'll thank myself 

For doing these fair rites of tendemess. 

Adiea, and take thy praise with thee to heavenl 

Thy ignomy sleep with thee in the graye, 

Bat not remember'd in thy epitaph! — 

[Sees Fcdstaffon (he ground, 
What, old acqnaintance! could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell! 
I could hsLve better spar'd a better man: 
0, 1 should have a heavy miss of thee, 
U I were much in love with vanity I 
Death liath not strack so fat a deer to-day, 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray. 
Embowell'd will I see thee by and by: 
Till then in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit. 

Fol, [rising] Embowelled! if thon embowel me to-day, 
m give you leaye to powder me and eat me too to-morrow. 
'Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot 
had paid me scot and lot too. Counterfeit? I lie, I am no 
eoonterfeit: to die, is to be a counterfeit; for he is but the 
counterfeit of a man who hath not the life of a man : but to 
eonnterfeit dying, when a man.thereby liveth, is to be no 
counterfeit, but the true and perfect Image of life indeed. 
The better part of valour is discretion; in the which better 
part I haye sayed my life. Zounds , I am afraid of this gun- 
powder Percy, though he be dead: how, if he should coun- 
terfeit too, and rise? by my faith, I am afraid he would proye 
the better counterfeit Therefore Fll make him sure; yea, 
and m swear I kiUed him. Why may not he rise as well 
IS I? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody sees 
me. Therefore, sirrah [Stabbing Atm}, with a new wound in 
[yoiir Üiigb, come you along with me. 

[Takes Hotspur on his back. 
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Re-enter Prince Hbnby and Prince Johh. 

P, Ben, Come, brother John; füll bravely hast thou 
flesh'd 
Thj maiden sword. 

P. Jo7m, But, soft! whom have we here? 

Did 70U not teil me this fat man was dead? 

P. Hen, I did; I aaw him dead, breathless and bleeding 
On the ground. — 
Art thou alive? or is it fantasy 
That plays upon onr eyesight? I prithee, speak; 
We will not trust our eyes withont our ears: — 
Thou art not what thon seem'st. 

Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double man: butif 
I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack. There is Percy 
[Throwmg the hody downy, if your father will do me any 
honour, so; if not, let him kill the next Percy himself. I look 
to be either earl or duke, I can assure you. 

P. Hen, Why, Percy I kill*d mysefr, and saw thee dead. 

Fal. Didst thou? — Lord, Lord, how this world is given 
to lyingl — I grant you I was down and out of breath; and 
so was he: but we rose both at an instant, and fought a long 
hour by Shrewsbury clock. If I may be believed, so ; if not, let 
them that should reward valour bear the sin upon their own 
heads. I'll take it upon my death, I gaye him this wound in 
the thigh: if the man were alive, and would deny it, zounds, 
I would make him eat a piece of my sword. 

P. John, This is the strängest tale that e'er I heard. 

P. Hen, This is the strängest fellow, brother John. — 
Come , bring your luggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happiest terms I have. [A retreat sounded. 
The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ouxs. 
Come, brother, let's to th' highest of the field, 
To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[Exeunt Prince Henry and Prince John,, 

Fal, ni follow, as they say, for reward. He that rewards 
me, Grod reward himl If I do grow great, TU grow less; for 
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FQ purge, and leare sack, and lire deanlj as a nobleman 
sboold do. [für, ftMrin$r o/f Oe hodj^ 

ScmV. AnoAerpariofike/iM. 

Tle irumpels sotmd, fh/erEingHsHsr, PrinceHaintT, Prince 
JoHVy Wbstmobbijjd>, and others^ witk Wobcbstse and Ybbkon 

prisoners. 

K. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. — 
lU-spiiited Worcester! did we not send graoe, 
Pardon, and teims of Ioto to all of 70a? 
And wouldst thou tum oor offisis contaraiy? 
Hisose the tenour of thj kinsman's trost? 
Three kniglits upon oor party slain to-daj, 
A noble earl, and many a creature eise, 
Had been aliye this honr, 
If, like a Cbiistian, thou hadst tnily bome 
Betwixt onr annies tnie intelligence. 

Wor. YHiat I have done raj safefy urg'd me to; 
And I embrace this fortone patientlj, 
Since not to be ayoided it Mb on me. 

K, Hen, Bear Worcester to the death, and Yemon too : 
Other ofienders we will pause upon. — 

[Exeunt Worcester and Vemon, guarded, 
How goes the field? 

P. Hen. The noble Scot, Lord Donglas, when he saw 
The fortune of the day quite tom'd from him, 
The noble Tercy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, — fled with the rest; 
And falling firom a hill, he was so bruis*d 
That the pnrsners took him. At my tent 
The Donglas is; and I beseech your grace 
I may dispose of him. 

K. Hen. With all my heart. 

P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
This hononrable bounty shall belong: 
60 to the Xfepoglas , and ddiv er him 



^i 









'.rf» 



■'X 



\ 



88 



PIE8T PART OF KINO HENEY IV. 



[aotv.] 



Up to liis pleasure, raxiBomless and free: 
His yalour, shown upon our crests to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds 
£yen in tibe bosom of onr adversaries. 

K. Hen. Then this remains, — that we divide our power.— 
You, 80n John, and my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest speed, 
To meet Northomberland and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arma: 
Myself, — and you, son Harry, — will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower and the Earl of March. 
Bebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 
Meeting the check of such another day : 
And since this business so fair is done, 
Let US not leave tili all our own be won. [Exeunt. 
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King Henry the Fourth. 
Henry, piince of Wales, ' 

afterwards King 

Henry V., 

Thomas, duke of Clar- 

ence, 
Prince John op Lan- 

CASTBR, 

Prince Hümphrey of 

GIjOSTER, 

Earl of Warwick. 
Earl of Westmoreland. 
Eakl of Sürrey. 

GOWER. 

Harcourt. 



Sir John Colevile. 
Travers and Morton, retainers 

of Northumberland. 
Sir John Falstaff. 
His Page, 
^hissons. Bardolph. 

PiSTOL. 
POINTZ. 

Peto. 

SHALLOW, ) *_ • c; 

SILENCE, } ~"»tT^J"*<=«- 

Davy, servant to ShaÜow. 
MoüLDY, Shadow, Wart, 

Feeble, and Bullcalf, re- 

cnxits. 
Fang and Snare, sheriff's of- 

ficers. 



Blunt. 

Lord Chief-Jnstice of fhe King's 

Bench. 
AnÄttendantontheChief-Justice. Lady Northumberland. 



Lady Percy. 

MiSTRESS Quickly, hostess of a 

tavem in Eastcheap. 
DOLL Tearsheet. 



Earl of Northumberland. 
ScROOP, archbishop of York. 
Lord Mowbray. 
Lord Hastings. 
Lord Bardolph. 

Lords and Attendants; Porter, Diawers, Beadles, Grooxns, &c. 

Romour, ihe Presenter. 

A Dancer, Speaker of the epflogne. 

ScENE — England, 
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I N D U C T I O N. 

Warkworüi, Before NortkumherlandUs Castle. 

Enter "Rvanaxa ^ painted füll oftongues, 
Rum, Open your ears; for which of you will stop 
The yent of hearing when loud Eumour speaks? 
I, from the Orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind mj post-horse, stUl unfold 
The acta commenc^d on this ball of earth: 
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride , 
The which in every langoage I pronounce, 
Stoffing the ears of men with false reports. 
I speak of peace , while coyert enmity, 
Under the smile of safety, wounds the world: 
And who bat Bumour, who bat only I, 
Make fearfdl mosters and prepar*d defence, 
Whilst the big year, swoln with some other grief , 
Is thoaght with child by the stein tyrant war, 
And no sach matter? ßamoor is a pipe 
Blown by sormises, jealoasies, conjectares; 
And of so easy and so piain a stop , 
That the blunt monster with oncoonted heads , 
The stiU-discordant wayering maltitade, 
Can play apon it. Bat what need I thas 
My well-known body to anatomize 
Among my household? Why is Bomoor here? 
I ran before King Harry's victory; 
Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbaiy, 
Hath beaten down yoang Hotspar and his troops, 
Quenching the flame of bold rebeUion 
Even with the rebels* blood. Bat what mean I 
To speak so trae at first? my Office is 
To noise abroad, that Harry Monmoath feil 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspar's sword; 
And that the king before the Dooglas' rage 
Stoop*d his anointed head as low as death. 
This have I ramoar*d throagh the pleasant towns 
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Between that loyal field of Sbrewabuiy 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone , 
Where Hotspur's father, old Northnmberland, 
lies crafiy-Bick: the posts oome tirmg on , 
And not a man of them brings other news 
Than ihey haye leam'd of me: from Rmnonr's tongnes 
The7 biing smooth comforts £^186, wone than tme wrongs. 

[Exit. 

ACT I. 
Sgske I. The same. 

Enter Lord Babjdoi<ph. 
L. Bord. Who keeps the gate here, ho? 

Enter Porter, dbove. 

Where is the earl? 
Port. What shall 1 eay y ou are ? 
L. Bord. Teil thou the earl 

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 

Port. His lordship is walk'd forth into the orchard : 
Pleasc it yonr honour, knock bat at the gate, 
And he hLnself will answer. 
L. Bord. Here comes the earl. 

[Exit Porter dbove. 

Enter Kohthümbeslahd. 

North. What news, Lord Bardolph? eyeiy minute now 
Shoüld be the father of some stratagem: 
The tunes are wild; contention, like a borse 
Fall of high feeding, madly hatibi broke loose, 
And bears down all before him. 

L, Bord. Noble earl, 

1 biing jon certain news £rom Shrewsbmy. 

NorÄ. Good, an God wiUl 

X. Bord. As good as heart can wish : — 

The king is almost woonded to the death; 
And, in the fortone of mj lord your son, 
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Prince Harry slain ontright; and both the Blunts 
Kill*d by the band of Douglas; young Prince John 
And Westmoreland and Stafford fled the field; 
And Harry Monmouth's brawn , the hulk Sir John , 
Is prisoner to your son : 0, such a day, 
So fought, so follow*d, and so fairly won, 
Game not tili now to dignify the times , 
Since CaBsar's fortunes! 

North. How is this deriv'd? 

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury? 

L, Bord, I spake with one, my lord, that came firom thcnce, 
A gentleman well bred and of gpod name , 
That freely render*d me these news for true. 

North, Here comes my servant Travers, whom I sent 
On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

L, Bard. My lord , I over-rode him on the way ; 
And he is farnish'd with no certainties 
More than he haply may retail from me. 

Enier Tbavebs. 

North, Now, Travers, what good tidings come with you? 

Tra, My lord, Sir John Um&evile tum'd me back 
With joyfol tidings; and , being better hors*d, 
Out-rode me. A^r him came spurring hard 
A gentleman, aJmost forspent with speed , 
That stopp'd by me to breathe bis bloodied horse. 
He ask*d the way to Chester; and of him 
I did demand what news from Shrewsbuiy : 
He told me that rebellion had ill luck. 
And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold. 
With that, he gave bis able horse the head, 
And, bending forward, Struck bis arm^d heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head; and starting so, 
He seem'd in running to deyour the way, 
Staying no longer question. 

North. Ha I — Again : 
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Said he young Harry Percy's spur was cold? 
Of Hotspur, Coldspur? that rebellion 
Had met iU luck? 

i. Bord, My lord , TU teil you what; 

If my yoTing lord your son have not the day, 
Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
111 give my barony : ue'er talk of it 

North, Why should the gentleman that rode by Traverö 
Give, theii, such mstances of loss? 

L.Bard. Who, he? 

He was some hildmg fellow, that had stoFn 
The horse he rode on; and, upon my life, 
Spoke at a venture* — Look , here comes more news. 

Enter Mobton. 

North. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf , 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume: 
So looks the Strand whereon th* imperious flood 
Hath left a witness'd Usurpation. — 
Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbuiy? 

Mor, I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord; 
Where hatefiil death put on his ugliest mask 
To firight OUT party. 

North, How doth my son and brother ? 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to teil thy erraiui. 
Eyen such a man, so faint, so spiritless, 
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, 
Drew Priam*s curtain in the dead of night , 
And would have told him half his Troy was bumt , 
But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue , 
And I my Percy's death ere thou report'st it. 
This thou wouldst say, <^ Your son did thus and thus; 
Your brother thus; so fought the noble Douglas;" 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds; 
But in the end, to stop my ear indeed, 
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Thou hast a sigh to blow awaj this preise, 
Euding with "Brother, son, and all are dead." 

Mar, Douglas is living , and your brother, jet; 
But, for my lord your son, — 

North, Why, he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath! 
He that but fears the thing he would not know 
Hath by instlnct knowledge from others* eyes 
That what he fear'd is chanc^d. Yet speak, Morton; 
Teil thou thy earl his divination lies, 
And I will take it as a sweet disgrace , 
And make thee rieh for doing me such wrong. 

Mor. Youare too greatto be by me gainsaid: 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 

North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy's dead. 
I see a stränge confession in thine eye : 
Thou shak*8t thy head, and hold'st it fear or sin 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so; 
The tongue offends not that reports his death: 
And he doth sin that doth belle the dead; 
]Not he which says the dead is not aliye. 
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a suUen bell , 
Bemember*d knoUing a departdng Mend. 

L, Bard. I cannot think , my lord, your son is dead. 

Mor, I*m sony I should force you to believe 
That which I would to God I had not seen; 
But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state , 
Bendering faint quittance, wearied and outbreath'd, 
To Hany Monmouth; whose swift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the earth, 
From whence with life he neyer more spmng up. 
In few, his death — whose spirit lent a fire 
Eyen to the duUest peasant in his camp — 
Belng bruited once, took fire and heat away 
From the best-temper'd courage in his troops; 
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For from his metal was his paity steeFd; 
Which once in him abated, all the rest 
Tuin'd on ÜiemBelyes, like dull and heavy lead: 
And as the thing that's heavy in itself , 
Upon enforcement flies with greatest speed, 
So did onr men, heavy in Hotspur's loss, 
Lend to this weight sach lightness with their fear, 
That arrowB üy not swifter toward their aim 
Than did onr soldiers, aiming at their safety, 
FI7 firom the field. Then was the noble Worcester 
Too soon ta*en prisoner; and that fnrious Scot, 
The bloody Douglas , whose well-labouring sword 
Had three times slain th' appearance of the king, 
Gan yail his stomach, and did grace the shame 
Of those ihat tum'd their backs; and in his flight, 
Stnmbling in fear, was took. The som of all 
Is, that the king hath won; and hath sent out 
A speedy power t' encounter you, my lord, 
Under Üie conduct of young Lancaster 
And Westmoreland. This is the news at fiill. 

North. For this I shall haye time enough to moum. 
In poison there is physic; and these news, 
Having been well, that would haye made me sick, 
Being sick, haye in some measnre made me well: 
And as the wretch, whose feyer-weaken*d joints, 
like strengthless hinges, buckle tmder life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks Uke a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms; eyen so my limbs, 
Weaken'd with grief , being now em:ag*d with grlef , 
Are tbrice themselyes. Hence , therefore , thou nice cmtch ! 
A scaly gaunüet now, with joints of steel, 
Must glove this band: and hence, thou sickly quoif ! 
Thoa art a goard too wanton for the head 
Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron; and approach 
The ragged*st houx that iame and spite dare bring 
To frown upon th* enrag'd Northmnberland! 
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Let heayen kiss earth! now let not Xature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confiu'd! let order die! 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a Imgering act; 
Bat let one spirit of the flrst-bom Cain 
Beign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloodj courses, the rüde scene may end, 
And darkness be the burier of the dead! 

Tra. This strainM pasaion doth you wrong, my lord. 

Z. Bard, Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your honour. 

Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on yonr health; the which, if you give o'er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 
You cast th' event of war, my noble lord, 
And summ'd th* aecount of chance, before you said, 
^^ Let US make head." It was your presurmise 
That, in the dole of blows, your son might drop; 
You knew he walk'd o'er p^s on an edge, 
More likely to fall in than to get o'er; 
You were advis'd his flesh was capable « 

Of wounds and scars, and that his forward spirit 
Would lift hlm where most trade of danger rang'd: 
Yet did you say, "Go forth;" and none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiff-bome action: what hath, then, befidl'n, 
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be? 

L, Bord, We all that are engagM to this loss 
Knew that we yentur'd on such dangerous seas, 
That if we wrought out iife, 'twas ten to one; 
And yet we ventur'd, for the gainpropos'd 
Chok'd the respect of likely peril 'fear*d; 
And since we are o'erset, venture again. 
Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 

Mor, 'Tis more than time: and, my most noble lord, 
I hear for certain, and do speak the truth, 
The gentle Archbishop of York is up 
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With well-appointed poweis: he is a man 

Who with a doable surety binds bis followers. 

Mj lord your son bad ozüj bat tbe oorpse', 

Bot sbadows and tbe sbows of men, to figbt; 

Forthat sam« word, rebellion, did divide 

The action of thek bodies firom tbeir souis; 

And tbey did figbt witb qneasiness, conBtrain*d, 

As men drink potions; tbat tbeir weapons only 

Seenf'd on our aide, but, for tbeir spirits and sohIb, 

This Word y rebellion , it bad firoze tbem up , 

As fish aare in a pond. But now tbe bisbop 

Toms insnrrection to religi<Hi: 

Snppos'd sincere and boly in bis tbougbts, 

He'ß follow'd botb witb body and with mind; 

An4 dotb enlaige bis rising witb the blood 

Of fair King Riebard, scrap*d from Pomfret stones; 

Deriyes from beayen bis qnarrel and bis cause; 

Teils tbem be doth bestride a bleeding land, 

Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke; 

And more and less do flock to follow bim. 

North. I knew of this before; but, to speak trutb, 
Tbis present grief bad wip*d it from my mind. 
Go in with me; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge: 
Get posts and letters, and make friends witb speed, — 
Ner^r so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt, 

ScENB n. London. Ä street 

Enter Falstaff, loith Jus Page hearing Jus sword and buckler, 

Fol. Sirrab, you giant, wbat says tbe doctor to my water? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good bealtby 
water; but, for tbe party tbat owed it, be migbt bave more 
diseases tban be knew for. 

Fol. Men of all s(»*ts take a pride to gird at me: tbe 
brain of this foolisb-compounded clay, man, is not able to 
myent aay thing tbat tends to laugbter, more tban I invent or 

S^akesjpeare, IJI» 7 
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is invented on me: I am not only witfy in myself, bat the 
cause that wit is in other men. 1 do here walk before thee 
like a sow that hath oyerwhelmed all her litter but one. If 
the piince put thee into my service for any other reason than 
to set me off, whj then I have no judgment. Thou whoreson 
mandrake, Üxou art fitter to be wom in mj cap than to wait 
at my heels. I was never manned with an agate tili now: 
but I will set 70U neiüier in gold nor silver, but in vile ap* 
parel, and send you back again to your master, for a jewel, 
— the juvenal, the prince your master, whose chin is not yet 
fledged. I will sooner have a beard grow in the palm of my 
hand than he shall get one on bis cheek; and yet he will not 
stick to say bis face is a face-royal: Qod may finish it when 
he will, 'tis not a hair amiss yet: he may keep it still as a 
face-royal, for a barber shall never eam sixpence out of it; 
and yet he'U be crowing as if he had writ man ever since bis 
father was a bachelor. He may keep bis own grace, but he 's 
almost out of mine, I can assure Mm. — What said Master 
Dombledon about the satin for my short cloak and my slops? 

Page, He said, sir, you should procure him better assur- 
ance than Bardolph: he would not take bis bond and yours; 
he liked not the security. 

Fol. Let him be diunned, like the glutton! pray Qtod bis 
tongue be hotter I — A whoreson Achitophell a rascally yea- 
forsooth knave! to bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand 
upon security! — The whoreson smooth-pates do now wear 
nothing but high shoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles; 
and if a man is thorough with them in honest taking-up, then 
they must stand upon security. I had as lief they would put 
ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it with security. I 
looked 'a should have sent me two-and-twenty yards of satin, 
as I am a true knight, and he sends me security. Well, he 
may sleep in security; for he hath the hom of abundance, 
and the lightness of bis wife shines through it: and yet can« 
not he see, though he have bis own lautem to light him. — - 
Where's Bardolph? 

Page, He*8goue intoSmithfield to buyyourworship a boxse. 
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Fol. I bonglit him in Paul's , and hell buy me a horse in 
Smithfield: an I could get me but a wife in the stews, I were 
mannedy horsed, and wived. 

Page, Sir, here comes the nobleman that committed the 
prince for stiiking him about Bardolph. 
Fol. Wait close; I will not see him. 

Enter the Lord Chief- Justice and an Attendant. 

Ch, Just. What*8 he that goes there? 

Atten. Falsta£F, an't please jour lordship. 

CiL Just. He that wasin questionfortherobbeiy? 

Atten. He, mj lord: but he hath since done good servlce 
at Shrewsburj; and, as I hear, is now going with some Charge 
to the Lord John of Lancaster. 

Ch. Just. What, to York? Call him back again. 

Atten. Sir John Falstaff ! 

Fol. Boy, teil him I am deaf. 

Page. You most speak louder; my master is deaf. 

Ch, Jf0. I am sure he is, to the hearing of any thing 
good. — Go, pluck him by the elbow; I must speak with him. 

Aiteni Sir John, — 

Fol. WhatI a young knave, andbeggingl Is there not 
wars? is there not employment? doth not the kins^ lack sub- 
jects? de not the rebels need soldiers? Though it be a shame 
to be on any side but one, it is worse shame to beg than to be 
on the worst side, were it worse than the name of rebeUion 
ean teil how to make it. 

Atten. You mistake me, sir. 

Fol. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest man? set< 
ting my knighthood and my soldiership aside, I had lied in 
my throat, if I had said so. 

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood and your 
Boldiership aside; and give me leave to teil you, you lie in 
jonr throat, if you say I am any other than an honest man. 

Fol. I give thee leave to teil me sol I lay aside that 
wMch grows to me! If thou gettest any leave of me, hang 
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me; if thou takest leave, thou wert better be hanged. You 
huntcounter: hencel avaunt! 

Atten. Sir, my lordVould speak with you. 

Ch. Just Sir Jolin Falstaff, a word with you. 

Fol. My good lordl — God give your lordship good time 
of day. I am glad to see your lordship abroad: I heard say 
your lordship was sick: I hope your lordship goes abroad by 
advice. Your lordship, though not clean past your youth, 
hath yet some smack of age in you, some relish of the salt- 
ness of time; and I most humbly beseech your lordship to 
have areverent care of your health. 

Ch. JusL Sir John , I sent f or you before your expedition 
to Shrewsbury. 

Fal, An't please your lordship , I hear bis migesty is re- 
tiimed with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch, Just. I talk not of bis msgesiy: — you would not 
come when I sent for you. 

Fal. And I hear, moreoyer, bis highness is fallen into 
this same whoreson apoplezy. 

Ch, Just. Well, God mend himl — I pray you, let me 
speak with you. 

Fol. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of lethargy, 
an't please your lordship; a kind of sleeping in the blood, a 
whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just What teil you me of it? be it as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much grief, firom study, and 
perturbation of the brain: I have read ^e cause of his-effects 
in Galen: it is a kind of deafhess. 

Ch. Just. I think you are fallen into the disease; for you 
hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Veiy well, my lord, very well: rather, an't please 
you, it is the disease of not listening, the malady of not 
marking, that I am troubled withal. 

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels would amend the 
attention of your ears; and I care not if I do become your 
physician. 
. Fal. I Am as poor as Job, my lord, but not so patient: 
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yonr lordfihip maj minister ihe potion of impiisonment to me 
in respect of poverfy; bat how I should be your patient to 
foUow your pFeacriptions, the wise may make some dram of a 
scraploy or, indeod, a scraple itself. 

Ch, Just, I Beut for you, when there were matters against 
jwi for yonr life, to come speak with me. 

Fol, Ab I was thea advised*by my leamed coimsel in the 
laws of this land-service, I did not come. 

CfJL Just. Well, the trath is, Sir John, you lire in great 
infamy. 

Fol. He that bnckles him in my belt cannot liye in lese. 

Ch, JusL Yonr means are yery slender, and your waste is 
great. 

Fol. I wooid it were otherwise; I wouid my means were 
greater, and my waist slenderer. 

€%. Just. You have mialed the youthful prince. 

FcU. The yonng prince hath nMed me: I am the feliow 
with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch, Just. Well, I am loth to gall a new-healed wound: 
yonr day's service at Shrewsbuiy hath a little gilded over 
yonr night's ezploit on Gadshill: you may thank the unquiet 
time for your quiet o*6r-po8ting that action. 

Fol. My lord, — 

Ch. Just. Bat since all is well, keep it so: wake not a 
deeping wolf. 

Fol. To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a fox. 

Cfh. Just. WhatI you are as a candle, the better part 
bumt out. 

Fcd. A wassail candle, my lord; all tallow: if I did say 
of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ck. Just. There is not a white hair on your face bat 
should have his effect of gravity. 

Fol. His effect of graiy, graty, grayy. 

Ck. Just. You fbllow the young prince up and down, like 
his ill angel. 

Fol. Not so, my lord; your ill angel is light; bat I hope 
he tliat looks upon me will take me witibout weighing: and 
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yet, in some respects, I grant, I cannot go: — I caimot teil. 
Virtue is of so little regard in these costermonger times, that 
true yalour is tumed bear-herd: pregnancy is made a tapster, 
and hath bis quick wit wasted in giving reckonings : all the 
other gifts appertinent to man, as the malice of this age 
shapes them, are not worth a gooseberry. You tiiat are old 
consider not the capaeities of us that are young; you meas- 
ure the heat of our livers with the bittemess of your galls : 
and we that are in the yaward of our youth, I must confess, 
are wags too. 

Ch, Just Do you set down your name in the scroU of 
youth , that are written down old with all the characters of 
age? Haye you not a moist eye? a dry band? a yellow 
cheek? a white beard? a decreasing leg? an increasing 
beUy? is not your voice broken? your wind short? your chin 
double? your wit single? and eveiy part about you blasted 
with antiquity? and will you yet call yourself young? Fie, 
liGj^Q^ Sir Johnl 

Fol, My lord, I was bom about three of the clock in the 
aftemoon , with a white head and something a round belly . 
For my voice , — I haye lost it with hallooing, and singing of 
anthems. To approve my youth fiirüier, I will not: the truth 
is, I am only old in judgment and understanding; and he that 
will caper with me for a thousand marks, let him lend me the 
money, and have at him. For the box of the ear that the 
prince gave you, — he gave it Hke a rüde prince, and you 
took it Uke a sensible lord. I haye checked him for it; and 
the young Hon repents, — many, not in ashes and sackcloth, 
but in new silk and old sack. 

Ch. JusL Well, God send the prince a better companion! 

Fol, QodL send the companion a better prince! I cannot 
rid my hands of him. 

Ch, Just. Well, the king hath severed you and Prince 
Harry: I hear you are going with Lord John of Lancaster 
against the Archbishop and tibe Earl of Northumberland. 

Fal. Yea; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. But look 
you, pray, all you that kiss my lady Peace at home, that our 
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annies join not in a hot day; for, by the Lord, I take bat 
two Shirts out with me , and I mean not to sweat extraordi- 
narily: if it be a hot day, an I brandish any thing but my 
bettle, I wonld I might never spit white again. There is not 
a dangerous action can peep out bis head, but I am thrust 
apon it: well, I cannot last eyer: but it was alway yet the 
tiick of our English nation, if they have a good thing, to 
make it too common. If ye will needs say I am an old man, 
you should giye mo rest I would to God , my name were not 
so terrible to the enemy as it is: I were better to be eaten to 
death with a rast than to be scoured to nothing with perpetual 
motion« 

Ch. JusU WeUf be honest, be honest; and God bloss your 
expedition! 

FaL Will your lordship lend me a thousand pound to 
famish me forth? 

CTi. Just Not a penny, not a penny; you are too impa- 
tient to bear Grosses. Fare you well: commend me to my 
Cousin Westmoreland. [Exeunt Chief-Justice and Attendant, 

FaL If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle. — A man 
can no more separate age and covetousness than 'a can part 
young limbs and lecheiy : but the gout galls the one , and the 
pox pinches the other; and so both the degrees preyent my 
eoTses. — Boyl 

Page, Sir? 

Fol. What money is in my purse ? 

P<ige, Seyen groats and two pence. 

Fol. I can get no remedy against this consumption of the 
purse: borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, but the dis- 
ease is incurable. — Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancas- 
ter; this to the prince; this to Üie Earl of Westmoreland; 
and this to old Mistress Ursula, whom I haye weekly swom 
to marry since I perceiyed the first white hair on my chin. 
About it: you know where to find me. [Exil Page,] A pox 
of this gput! or, a gout of this poxl for the one or thq other 
plays the rogue wilh my great toe. 'Tis no matter if I do 
halt; I have the wars for my colour, and my pension shall 
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seem the more reasonable. A good wit will make use of any 
thing: I will tarn diseases to commodiiy. [Exii, 

ScBira lU. York. A room m the Archbishop's palace. 
Enter ^ Archbishop, t%6 Lords HAsnNas, Mowbkat, and 

BlBDOLPH. 

Arch. Thns bave you heard onr cause and know our 
means; 
And, my most noble fidends, I pray you all 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes: — 
And first, lord marshal, what say you to it? 

Mowb. I well allow th* occasion of our arms; 
But gladly would be better ^atisfied 
How, in our means, we should adrance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and pidssance of Üie king. 

Hast, Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five-and-twenty thousand men of choice; 
And our supplies lie largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom bums 
Witii an incens^d fire of injuries. 

L. Bard. The question, then, Lord Hastings, standeth 
thus; — 
Whether our present five-and-twenty thousand 
May hold up head without Northumberland? 

Hast. With him, we may. 

L. Bard. Ay, many, there^s the point: 

Bat if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we should not step too fax 
Till we had bis assistance by the band; 
For, in a theme so bloody-fac'd as this, 
Conjecture, expectation, and sormise 
Of aids incertain, should not be admitted. 

Ar^. 'Tis yery tme, Lord Bardolph; for, indeed, 
It was young Hotspur*s case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard. It was , my lord; who lin^d himself with hope ^ 
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Eating tbe air on promise of supply, 
Flattering bimself with projeet of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of bis thoughts: 
And so, with great imaginatioii, 
Proper to madmen, led bis powers to deatb, 
And , winking, leap'd into destniction. 

Hast But , by your leave , it never yet did burt 
To lay down likeliboods and forms of bope. 

L, Bard. Yes, in tbis present quality of war; — 
Indeed, the instant action — a canse on foot — 
Lives so in bope, as in an early spring 
We see tb' appearing bads; wbicb to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not so much Warrant, as despair 
That frosts will bite them. Wben we mean to build, 
We first snrvey tbe plot, then draw tbe model; 
And wben we see tbe figure of tbe house, 
Then mnst we rate the cost of the erection; 
Wbicb if we find outweigbs ability, 
Wbat do we then bat draw anew the model 
In fewer Offices , or at last desist 
To build at all? Much more, in tbis great work — 
Wbicb is almost to pluck a iungdom down, 
And set another up — sbould we survey 
Tbe plot of Situation and tbe model. 
Consent upon a sure foundation, 
Question sur7eyors, know our own estate« 
How able such a work to undergo, 
To weigb agamst bis opposite; or eise 
We fortify in paper and in figures, 
Using tbe names of men instead of men: 
Lake one that draws the model of a house 
Beyond bis power to buüd it; who, half througb, 
Gives o*er, and leaves bis part-created cost 
A naked subject to the weeping cloads. 
And waste for cburlish wiater^s tyranny. • 

Hast, Grant that our bopes — yet likely of fair birtb — 
Sbould be stiU-bom, and that we now possesB'd 
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The utmost man of expectaüon; 

1 think we are a body strong enough, 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

L, Bard. What , is the king but five-and-twenty thousand ? 

Hast, To US no more; nay, not so mach, Lord Bardolph. 
For his divisions , as the tünes do brawl , 
Are in three heads: one power against the French, 
And one against Glendower; peiforce a third 
Must take up iis: so is the unfirm king 
In three divided; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverfy and emptiness. 

Arch, That he should draw his several strengths together, 
And come against us in fall puissance, 
Need not be dreaded. 

H(Kt. If he should do so, 

To French and Welsh heleaves his back unarm'd, 
Thej bajing him at the heels: never fear that. 

X. Bcard. Who is it like should lead his forces hither? 

Hast, The Duke ofLancaster and Westmoreland; 
Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Monmouth: 
But who is substituted 'gainst the French, 
I have no certain notice. 

Arch, Letuson, 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 
The Commonwealth is sick of their own choice; 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited: 
An habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he Üiat buildeth on the vulgär heart 
O thoti fond manyl with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be! 
And being now trimm'd in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so fiill of him, 
That thou provok*st thyself to cast him up. 
So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Bichard; 
And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up , 
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And howrst to find it. What tmstisintlieBe times? 
They that, when Bichard liv'd, would have liim die, 
Are now become enamour'd on his grave : 
Thou, that threw'st dust upon his goodly head 
YHien tbrough proud London he came sighing on 
After ih' admirSd heels of Bolingbroke, 
Oriest now, ^^0 earth, yield ns that king again, 
And take thou thisl" thoughts of men accurst! 
Past, and to come, seems best; things present, worst. 

Mofßh, Shall we go draw our numbers , and set on? 

H<i8t. We are time's subjects, and time bids be gone. 

[ExeurU. 

ACT IL 
ScENE I. London, A street. 

Enter Hostess, Fasq and his Boy toiih her^ and Snare foüomng, 

Host Master Fang, have you entered the ezion? 

Fanff. It is entered. 

Host Where*s your yeoman? Is 't a l^sty yeoman? will 
'a stand to 't? 

Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare? 

Host Lord, ay! good Master Snare. 

Snare. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare , we must arrest Sir John Falstaff. 

Host Yea, good Master Snare ; I have entered him and all. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, for he 
will Stab. 

Host Alas the day I take heed of him; he stabbed me in 
mine own house, and that most beastly: in good faith, *a 
cares not what mischief he doth, if his weapon be out: he 
will foin like any devil; he will spare neither man, woman, 
nor child. 

Fang. If 1 can dose with him , I care not for his thmst. 

Host. No, nor I neither: I'll be at your elbow. 
' Fang. An I but fist him onee; an 'a come but within my 
vice, — 
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Host. I am tmdozie by bis going; I Warrant you, he 's an 
infinitiye thing upon mj score: — good Master Fang, hold 
him sure; — good Master Snare^ let him not scape. 'A comes 
continTiantly to Pie^corner — saTmg your manhoods — to buy 
a saddle; and he k indited to dlnnar to the LubberVhead in 
Lumbert-Btreet, to Master Smooth's the silkman: I pray ye, 
since my exion is entered, and my oase so openly known to* 
the World, let him be brought in to bis answer. A bundred 
mark is a long one for a poor lone woman to bear : and I haye 
bome, and bome, and bome; and haye been fdbbed off, and 
fiibbed off, and fabbed off, from this day to that day, that it 
is a shame to be thought on. There is no honesty in such 
dealing; nnless a woman shonld be made an ass and a beast, 
to bear eyery knaye's wrong. — Yonder he comes; and that 
arrant malmsey-nose knaye Bardolph with him. Do yonr 
Offices, do your Offices, Master Fang and Master Snare; do 
me, do me, do me your Offices. 

Enter Falstaff, Page, and Babdolph. 

Fol, How now! whose mare's dead? what's the matter? 

Fang, Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of Mistress 
Quickly. 

FaL Away, yarlets! — Draw, Bardolph: cut me off \hQ 
yillain's head; throw the quean in the Channel. 

Host, Throw me in the Channel! 1*11 throw thee in the 
Channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou bastardly rogue! — 
Murder, murder! thou honey-suckle yillaini wilt Ülou kill 
God's officers and the king's? thou honey-seed rogue ! thou 
art a honey-seed, a.man-queller, and a woman-queller. 

Fol. Reep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. Arescue! arescue! 

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two. — Thou wo\ 
wo*t thou? thou wo't, wo't ta? do, do, thou rogue I do, thou 
hemp-seedl 

Fol. Awekj, you scullion! you rampallian! you fustilariani 
I'll tickle your catastropho. 
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Bidet (h^ Lord Quef-Justioe, aUenäed. 

CK JusU Whüt is the matter? keep the peace here, ho! 

j^o«^. Gk)od inj lord, be good to me ! I begeech 70a, stand 
to me! 

Ch, Just, How uow, Sir Jahn ! what are jou brawling here ? 
Doth thia become yonr place > jour tune, and business? 
You should haye been well on your way to York. — 
Stand £rom him, fellow: wherefore hangest upon him? 

Host, my most wonhipM lord, an't please your grace, I 
am a poor widow of Eastcheap, and he is arrested at my suit. 

Ch, Just, For what inun? 

Host, It is more than for some , my lord; it is for all, — 
all I havB* He hath eaten me out of house and home ; he hath 
put all my substanoe into that £at belly of his: — but I wül 
haye som« of it out agaln^ or I will xide thee o* nights like the 
mare. 

Fol, I tfalnk I am as like to xide the mare, if I have any 
vantage of ground to get up. 

C%. Just, How oomet this, Sir John? Fie! what man of 
good temper would endure this tempest of exclamation? Are 
you not ashamed to enforoe a poor widow to so röugh a course 
to oosae hy her own? 

FeU, What is the gross sum that I owe thee? 

Host, Many, if thou wert an honest man, thyself and the 
money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a parcel-gilt goblet, 
sitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round table, by a sea- 
coal fire, upon Wednesday in Wheeson-week, when the prince 
broke Üiy head for Hking his father to a singing-man of 
Windsor, — thou didst swear to me then, as I was washing 
thy wound, lo marry me, and make me my lady thy wife. 
Ganst thou deny it? Did not goodwife Eeech , ihe butcher's 
wife, come in then, and tau ttie gossip Quickly? Coming in to 
borrow a mess of vinegar; tdling us she had a good dish of 
prawua^ whoreby thou didst desire to eat some; whereby I 
txM thee tkey were iU for a green wound? And didst thou 
not, when she was gone down stairs, desire me to be no more 
80 familiarity with such poor people; saying that ere long 
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they should call me madam? And didst thon not kiss me, 
and bid me fetch thee thirly Shillings? I put thee now to thy 
book-oath: deny it, if thou canst. 

FcU, My lord, this is a poor mad soul; and she says, up 
and down the town, that her eldest son is like you: she haüi 
been in good case , and the tnith Ib, poverty hath distracted 
her. Bat for these fooUsh officers, I beseech you I may have 
redress against them. 

C%. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acqnainted with 
your manner of wrenching the tme cause the false way. It 
is not a confident brow, nor the throng of words that come 
wlth such more than impudent sauciness firom you, can thrust 
me from a level consideration: you have, as it appears to me, 
practised upon the easy-yielding spirit of this woman, and 
made her serve your uses both in purse and in person. 

Host, Ye& , in truth , my lord. 

Ch, Just Prithee, peace. — Pay her the debt you owe 
her, and unpay the villany you have done her: the one you 
may do with Sterling money, and the other with current re- 
pentanoe. 

Fol, My lord, I will not undergo this sneap without reply. 
You call honourable boldness impudent sauciness; if a man 
will make court'sy, and say nothing, he is Tirtuous: — no, my 
lord, my humble duty remembered, I will not be your suitor, 
I say to you, I do desire deliverance from these officers, being 
upon hasiy employment in the king*s afiairs. 

Ch, Just, You speak as having power to do wrong: but 
answer in the effect of your reputation, and satisfy the poor 
woman. 

Fol. Come hither, hostess. [Takes her aside. 

Enter Gownu 

Ch, Just, Now, Master Gk>wer, — what news? 
Gow, The king, my lord, and Hany Prince of Wales 
Are near at band: the rest the paper teils. [Gives a letter* 
Fol, As I am a genüeman, — 
Host, Faith, you said so before. 
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Fol. As I am a genüemau: — come, no more words of it. 
HosL Bj this heavenly groiind I tread on, I must be fain 
to pawn both my plate and the tapestiy of mj dining-cham- 
ben. 

Fol, Glaasesy glasseB, is the only drinking: and for thy 
walls, — a pretfy slight dröllery, orthe stoiy of the Prodigal, 
or the Gennan Hnnting in water- work, is worth a thoiuand 
of these bed-hangings and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it 
be ten ponnd, if thou canst. Come, an *twere not for thy 
hnmours, there's not a better wench in England. Qto, wash 
thy face , and draw thy action. Come , thou mnst not be in 
this hiunoiir with me; dost not know me? come, come, I 
know thou wast set on to this. 

Host, Pray thee, Sir John, let it be bat twenty nobles: 
r faith, I am loth to pawn my plate, so Gtod save me, la. 

Fol, Let it alone ; I'U make other shift : you*ll be a fool still. 

Host. Well, you shaU have it, thongh I pawn my gown. 
I hope youll come to supper. You'll pay me all together? 

Fol. Willlliye?— [To Baräolph] Go, with her, with 
her; hook on, hook on. 

Host Wül you have Doli Tearsheet me.et you at supper? 

Fol, Ko more words; let's have her. 

[Exeunt Hostess j Bardolphj Of/icers^ and Boy, 

Ch, Just I have heard better news. 

FcU. What's the news , my lord? 

Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night? 

Gow, At Basingstoke, my lord. 

FcU. Ihope, mylord, aÜ'swell: what is the news , my 
lord? 

Ch, Just. Come all his forces back? 

Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse, 
Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaster , 
['Agalnst Northumberland and the Archbishop. 

Fol. Comes the king back from Wales , my noble lord? 

Ch, Just. You shall have letters of me presenüy : 
jlDoine, go along with me, good Master Gower. 

Fcd. Mylord! 
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Ch, Ju8t Wliat's the matter? 

Fol. Master Gower, shall I entreat jou with me to 
dinner? 

Gov), I miist wait upon my good lord here, — I thank 
you, good Sir John. 

Ch, Just, Sir John, jou loiter here too long, being 70a 
are to take soldiers up in counties as yoa go. 

Fol. Will you snp with me, Master Gk>wer? 

Ch, Just. What foolish master tanght jou these manners, 
Sir John? 

Fol, Master Gower, if they become me not, he was a fool 
that tanght them me. — This is the right fendng grace, my 
lord ; tap for tap , and so part fair. 

Ch, Just. Now, the Lord lighten theel thou art a great 
fool. [Exeunt, 

ScENs 11. The same, Anoiher street 

Enter Prince HsimY and Poditz. 

P. Hen, Before God, I am ezceeding weary. 

Poin, Is 't come to that? I had thought weariness durst 
not have attached one of so high blood. 

P. Hen, Faith, it does me; thoagh it discolours the com- 
plexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. Doth it not show 
vilely in me to desire smaU beer? 

Poin, Why, a prince should not be so loosely stadied as 
to remember so weak a composition. 

P, Hen. Belike, then, my appetite was not princely got; 
for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor Creatore, small 
beer. Bat, indeed, these humble considerations make me 
out of loye with my greatness. What a disgrace is it to me 
to remember thy namel or to know thy face to-morrow! or 
to take note how many pair of silk stoddngs thou hast, viz. 
these, and those that were thy peach-coloured ones! or to 
bear the inventory of thy Shirts, as, one for superflidiy, and 
one other for use ! — but that Üie tennis-court-keeper knows 
better than I; for it is a low ebb of linen with thee when thou 
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keepest not tacket there; as thou hast not done a great while, 
becaose tbe rest of thy low-countries have made a shift to eat 
up thy holland: and God knows whether those that bawl out 
of the mins of thy linen shall inherit his kingdom: but the 
midwiYes say the children are not in the fault; whereupon the 
World increases, and kmdreds are mightily strengthened. 

I^oin. How ill it follows, after you have laboured so hard, 
you sbould talk so idlyl Teil me, how many good young 
princes would do so, their fathers being so sick as yours at 
this tune is? 

P. Hen, Shall I teil thee one thing, Pointz? 
Poin, Yes, faith; and let it be an ezcellent good thing. 
P, Hen, It shall serve among wits of no higher breedmg 
than thine. 

Pom. Go to; I stand the push of your one thing that you 
wiüteU. 

P. Hen. Maxryj 1 teil thee, — it is not meet that I should 
be sad, now my father is sick: albeit I could teil to thee, — 
ää to one it pleases me, for fault of a better, to call my friend, 
— I could be sad, and sad indeed too. 

Poin. Very hardly upon such a subject. 
P. Hen. By this band, thou thinkest me as far in the 
devil's book as thou and Falstaff for obduracy and persist- 
ency: let the end try the man. But I teil thee, my heart 
bleeds inwardly that my father is so sick: and keeping such 
yile Company as thou art hath in reason taken from me all 
ostentation of sorrow. 
Poin. The reason? 

P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me, if I should weep ? 
Poin. I would think thee a most princely hypocrite. 
P. Hen. It would be every man's thought; and thou art 
a blessed feUow to think as every man thinks: never a man's 
thought in the world keeps the road-way better than thine : 
every man would think me an hypocrite indeed. And what 
acötes your most worshipful thought to think so? 

I^oin. Why, because you have been so lewd, and so much 
engra^Ted to Falstaff. 

Shakespeare. lU, ^ 
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P. Ben. And to thee. 

Pom. By tbis light, I am well spoke oq; I can hear it 
with mine own ears: the worst that they can say of me is, 
that I am a second brother, and tbat I am a proper fellow of 
my hands; and those two things, I confess, I cannot help. — 
By the mass , here eomes Bardolph. 

P, Hen, And the boy that I gave Falstaff: 'a had bim 
irom me Christian; and look, if the fat TÜlain have not trans- 
formed him ape. 

Enter Babdolth and Pagb. 

Bord, God saye yonr grace! 

P. Hen, And yonrs, most noble Bardolph! 

Bard. [to thePage\ Come, you virtaous ass, you bashful 
fool, must you be blushing? wherefore blnsh you now? What 
a maidenly man-at-arms are you become ! Is 't such a matter 
to get a pottle-pot's maidenhead? 

Page. He called me even now, mylord, through ared 
lattice, and I could discem no part of bis face from the win- 
dow: at last I spied bis eyes; and methought he had made 
two holes in the alewife's new petticoat, and so peeped 
through. 

P, Hen. Hath not the boy profited? 

Bard, AYmy, you whoreson upiight rabbit, away ! 

Page, Away, you rascally Althada's dream, away! 

P. He», Instruct us, boy; what dream, boy? 

Page. Harry, my loid, Althssa dreamed she was delivered. 
of a firebrand; and therefore I call him her dream. 

P. Hen. A crown's wortb of good Interpretation : — there 
'tis, boy. [Gives money. 

Pam. 0,that this good blossem could be kept &om cankers ! 
— Well, there is sizpence to preserve thee. [Gives money. 

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged among you, 
the gallows shsdl have wrong. 

P. Hen, And how doth thy master, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well , my lord. He heard of your grace's Coming 
to town: there's a letter for you, [Gwes a letter. 
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Pohl. Delivered with good respect. — And how doth the 
martleinas, your maater? 

Bard, In bodily health, sir. 

Poin, Many, the immortal part needs a physician; bat 
that moves not him: though that be sick, it dies not. 

P. Hen, I do allow this wen to be as familiär with me as 
mj dog: and he holds his place; for look you how he writes. 

[Gives the letier to Pointz. 

Pom. [reads] "John Palstaff, knight," — eveiy man must 
know that, as oft as he has oecasion to name himself: even 
like those that are kin to the king; for they never prick their 
finger but they say, " There 's some of the king*s blood spilt." 
'^How comes that?'* says he, that takes upon him not to con- 
ceive. The answer is as ready as a borrower's cap, "I am 
the king's poor consin, sir." 

P. Hen, Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will fetch it 
from Japhet. But to the letter: — 

Poin. [reads] " Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son of the 
king, nearest his father, Harry Prince of Wales, greeting." 

— Why, this is a certificate. 
P. Hen. Peace! 

Pom. [reads] "I will Imitate the honourable BoQian in 
brevity :" — sure he mtans brevity in breath, short-winded. 

— "I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. 
Be not too familiär with Pointz; for he misoses thy favours 
so mach, that he swears thou axt to marry his sister Neil. 
Repent at idle times as thou mayest; and so, farewell. 

" Thine , by yea and no (which is as much as to 
say, as thou usest him) , Jack Falstaff with 
my familiars, John ynth my brothers and 
sisters, and Sm John with all Europe." 
My lord, I'U steep this letter in sack, and make him eat it. 

P. JHen. That's to make him eat twenty of his words. 
But do you use me thus, Ned? must I marry your sister? 

Poin. God send the wench no worse fortune I but I never 
said ao, 

P. Hen, Well, thus we play the fools with the time; and 

8» 
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the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds and mock us. — Is 
your master here in London? 

Bard, Yes, my iord. 

P. Hen, Where sups he? doth the old boar feed in the 
cid frank? 

Bard. At the old place, my Iord, — in Eastcheap. 

P. Hen, What Company? 

Page. Ephesians, my Iord, — of the old church. 

P. Hen. Sup any women with him? 

Page. None, my Iord, but old Mißtress Quickly and Mis- 
tress Doli Tearsheet. 

P. Hen. What pagan may that be? 

Page, A proper gentlewoman, &ir, and a kinswoman of 
my master's. 

P. Hen. Even such kin as the parish heifers are to the 
town bull. — Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at supper? 

Poin. I am your shadow, my Iord; 111 follow you. 

P. Hen, Sirrah, you boy, — and Bardolph, — no word to 
your master that I am yet come to town: there's for your 
silence. [Gives money. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir, — I will govem it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well; go. {Exennt Bardolph andPage.'l 
— This Doli Tearsheet should be some road. 

Poin. I Warrant you, as common as the way between 
Saint Alban's and London. 

P. Hen. How might we see Falstaff bestow himself to- 
night in his true colours, and not ourselves be seen? 

Poin, Put on two leathem jerkins and aprons , and wait 
upon him at his table as drawers. 

P. Hen. From a god to a bull? a heavy descension! it 
was Jove's case. From a prince to a prentice? a low trans- 
formation! that shall be mine; for in every thing the purpose 
must weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. 

[Exeunt. 
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ScEHS m. Warhioorth, Before Üie Castle. 

Enier Nobthuhbesland, Lady Nobthuhberiand, and 

Lady Pebcy. 

NortJi, I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter, 

Grive even way unto my rough affairs : 

Put not you on the visage of the times, 

And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no more: 

Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide. 
North. Alas , sweet wife , my honoor is at pawn ; 

And, bat my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. 0, yet, for God's sake, go not to these wars! 

The time was, father, that you broke your word, 

\Vhen you were more endear*d to it than now; 

When your own Percy, when my heart's dear Harry, 

Threw many a northward look to see his father 

Bring up his powers; but he did long iu vain. 

Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 

There were two honours lost, — yours and your son's. 

Por yours, — may heavenly glory brighten it! 

For bis 9 — it stuck upon him, as the sun 

In the gray vault of heaven; and by his light 

Did all the chivalry of England move 

To de brave acts: he was, indeed, fhe glass 

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves: 

He had no legs that practis'd not his galt; 

And speaking thick , which nature made bis blemish , 

Became the accents of the valiant; 

For those that could speak low and tardily 

Would tum their own perfection to abuse , 

To seem like him: so that in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion'd others. And him, — wondrous him! 

miracle of men ! — him did you leave — 
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Second to none , unseconded by you — 
To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage; to abide a field 
Where nothing bnt the sound of Hotspur*s name 
Did seem defensible : — so you leffc him. 
Never, never, do bis ghost the wrong 
To hold your honour more precise and nice 
With others than with him! let them alone: 
The marshal and the ärchbishop are strong: 
Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur's neck, 
Have talk'd of Monmouth's ^^ave. 

North, Beshrewyour heart, 

Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 
But 1 must go, and meet with danger there; 
Or it will seek me in another place , 
And find me worse provided. 

Lady N, 0, fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the arm^d commons 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the king , 
Then join you with them, like a rib of steel, 
To make strength stronger; but, for all our love», 
First let them try themselves. So did your son; 
He was so suffer*d: so came I a widöw; 
And never shall have length of life enough 
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 
That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven , 
For recordation to my noble husband. 

North, Come, come, go in with me. 'Tis with my mind 
As with the tide swell'd up unto bis height, 
That makes a still-stand, running neither way: 
Fain would I go to meet the ^chbishop , 
But many thousand reasons hold me back. 
I will resolve for Scotland: there am I, 
Till time and vantage crave my Company. [Exeunt. 
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ScftBs IV. Lonion. A room in ihe Boar^s-Head Tavem m 

Eastcheap, ^ 

Enier two Drawers. 

Hrst Draw, What the deyfl hast thou brooght there? 
apple-Johns? thoa knowest Sir John cannot endure an apple- 
John. 

See. Draw. Mass, thou sayest true. The piince once set 
a dish of apple-Johns before him , and told him there wero 
fiye more Sir Johns; and, pntting off his hat, said, "I will 
now take mj leave of these siz diy, round, old, withered 
knights.** It angered him to the heart: but he hath forgot 
that. 

First Draw. Whj, then, cover, and set them down: and 
see if thou canst find out Sneak*8 noise; Mistress Tearsheet 
would fain hear some music. Dispatch: — the room where 
thej supped is too hot; they'Il come in straight. 

See. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the princA and Master 
Pointz anon; and ihej will put on two of our jerkins and 
aprons; and Sir John must not know of it: Bardolph hath 
brooght Word. 

First Draw. By the mass, here will be old utis: it will be 
an ezcellcnt stratagem. 

See. Draw. TU. see if I can find out Sneak. [Exä. 

Enier Hostess and Doll Tearshbbt. 

Host. V faith, sweetheart, methinks now you are in an 
ezcellent gobd temperalily: your pulsidge beats as extraor- 
dinarily as heart would desire; and your colour, I Warrant 
you, is as red as any rose, in good truth, la: but, T faith, 
you have drunk too much canaries; and that *s a marvellous 
Bearching wine, and it perfumes the blood ere one can say 
"What 's this?" — How do you now? 

Dol. Better than 1 was : — hem. 

Host. Why, that 's well said; a good heart 's worth gold. 
— Lo, here comes Sir John. 

Enter Falstaff. 
Pal. [singing] When Arthur first in coi^rt — Empty the 
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Jordan. [Exii First Drawer,] — [singing] And was a worthy 
king. — How now, Mistress Doli! 

Host. Sick of a calm; yea, good falth. 

FaL So is all her sect; an they be once in a calm, they 
are sick. 

DoL You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort you give 
me? 

FaL You make fat rascals, Mistress Doli. 

DoL I make theml gluttony and diseases make them; I 
make them not. 

FaL If the cook help to make the gluttony, you help to 
make the diseases, Doli: we catch of you. Doli, we catch of 
you; grant that, my pure virtue, grant that. 

DoL Ay, marry, — our chains and our jewels. 

Fol. " Your brooches, pearls, and ouches;" — for to serve 
bravely is to come halting off, you know: to come off the 
breach with Jps pike beut bravely, and to surgery bravely; 
to venture upon die charged Chambers bravely, — 

DoL Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang yourself ! 

Host. By my troth, tlns is the old fashion; you two never 
meet but you fall to some discord: you are both, in good 
truth, as rheumatic as two dry toasts; you cannot one bear 
with another's confirmities. What the good-year! one must 
bear, and that must be you [To Doli]: you are the weaker 
vessel, as they say, the emptier vessel. 

DoL Can a weak empty vessel bear such a huge fuU 
hogshead? there 's a whole merchant's venture of Bourdeaux 
stuff in him; you have not seen a hulk better stuffed in the 
hold. — Come, I '11 be friends with thee, Jack: thou art going 
to the wars; and whether I shall ever see thee again or no, 
there is nobody cares. 

Re-enter First Drawer. y 

First Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol 's below, and would speak 
with you. 

Dol. Hang him, swaggering rascal! let him not come 
hither: it is the foul-mouth'dst rogue in England. 
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Host If he swagger, let liim not come here: ijo, by my 
faith; I must live among my neighbours; I '11 no swaggerers: 
I am in good name and fame with the very best: — shut the 
door; — there comes no swaggerers here: I have not lived 
all this while, to have swaggering now; — shut the door, I 
pray you. 

Fal, Dost thou hear, hostess? — 

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself , Sir John: there comes 
no swaggerers here. 

Fal. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient. 

Host. TiUy-fally, Sir John, ne'er teil me: your ancient 
swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before Master 
Tisick, the daputy, t' other day; and, as he said tö me, — 
't was no longer ago than Wednesday last, — "Neighbour 
Quickly," says he; — Master Dumb, our minister, was by 
then; — "Neighbour Quickly," sayahe, "receive those that 
are civil ^ for," saith he, "you are in an ill name:" — now 'a 
said so, I can teil whereupon; "for," says he, "you are an 
honest woman, and well thought on; therefore take heed 
what guests you receive: receive," says he, "no swaggering 
companions." — There comes none here: — you would bless 
you to hear what he said : — no, I '11 no swaggerers. 

Fal, He 's no swaggerer, hostess; a tame cheater, i' faith; 

you may stroke him as gently as a puppy greyhound: he '11 

not swagger with a Barbary hen, if her feathers tum back iu 

any show of resistance. — Call him up, drawer. 

[Eocit First Drawer. 

Host, Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honest man 
my house, nor no cheater: but 1 do not love swaggering; by 
my troth, I am the worse when one says "swagger:" feel, 
masters, how I shake; look you, I Warrant you. 

DoL So you do, hostess. 

Host. Do I? yea, in very truth, do I, an 'twere an aspen- 
leaf : I cannot abide swaggerers. 

Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Page. 
Pist. God save you, Sir John! 
Fol. Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I charge 
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you with a cup of sack: do you discharge upon mine 
hostess. 

Pist I -wiü discharge upon her, Sir John, with two bul< 
lets. 

Fol. She iß pistol-proof, sir; you shall hardly offend her. 

Host. Come, 1*11 driijt no proofs nor no bullets: 1*11 drink 
no more than will do me good, for no man's pleasure, I. 

Pist. Then to you, Mistress Dorothy; 1 will Charge you. 

Dol. Charge me! I scom you, scurvy companion. What! 
you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-linen matel Away, 
you mouldy rogue, away I I am meat for your master. 

Pist. I know you, Mistress Dorothy. 

Dol. Away, you cut-purse rascall you filthy bung, away! 
by this wine , I '11 thrust my knife in your mouldy chaps an 
you play the saucy cuttle with me. Away, you bottle-ale 
rascall you basket-hilt stale juggler, you! — Since when, I 
pray you, sir? — God*s light, with two points on your shoul- 
der? much! 

Pist. God let me not live , but I will murder your ruff for 
this. 

Fol. No more, Pistol; I would not have you go off here: 
discharge yourself of our Company, Pistol. 

Host, No, good Captain Pistol; not here, sweet captain. 

Dol. Captain! thou abominable damned cheater, art thou 
not ashamed to be called captain? An captains were of my 
mind , they would truncheon you out, for taking their names 
upon you before you have eamed them. You a captain I you 
slave, for what? for tearing a poor whore's ruff in a bawdy- 
house? — He a captain! hang him, rogue! he Hves upon 
mouldy stewed prunes and dried cakes. A captain! God*s 
light, these villains will make the word as odious as the word 
"occupy;" which was an excellent good word before it was 
iU sorted: tiierefore captains had need lock to 't. 

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

Fal. Hark thee hither, Mistress Doli. 

Pist. Not I: I teil thee what, Corporal Bardolph, — I 
could tear her: — 1*11 be revenged of her. 
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Page, Pray thee, go down. 

Hsi. 111 see her damned first; — to Pluto*s damned lake, 
bythis hand, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and tortures 
TÜe also. Hold hook and line, saj I. Down, down, dogs! 
down, faitors! Hare we not Hiren here? 

Host, Good Captain Peesel, be qulet; 'tis very late, i* 
iaith: I beseek you now, aggravate your choler. 

Pisi. These be good homours, indeed! ShaÜ packhorses. 
And hollow pamper'd jades of Asia, 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a-day, 
Compare with CaBsars , and with Cannibals , 
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberos; and let the welkin roar. 
Shall we fall foul for toys? 

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very bitter words. 

Bord. Be gone,goodancient: this will grow to abrawl anon. 

Pist. Die men like dogsl give crowns like pins! Have 
we not Hiren here? 

Host, 0' my word, captain, there*s none such here. What 
the good-year! do you think I would deny her? For God's 
8ake,be quiet. 

Pist, Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis. 
Come, give 's some sack. 

Sefortuna mi tormenta, lo sperare mi conterUa, — 
Fear we broadsides? no , let the fiend give fire : 
Give me some sack: — and, sweetheart, lie thou there. 

[Laying down his sword, 
Come we to foU points here, and are et-ceteras nothuig? 

FaL Pistol, I would be quiet. 

Pist. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif : whati we have secn 
the seven stars. 

DoL For God's sake, thrust him down stairs: I cannot 
«ndure such a fustian rascal. 

Pist, Thrust him down stairs ! know we not Galloway nags ? 

Fol. Quoit him down, Bardolph, Hke a shove-groat shil- 
kling: nay, an 'a do nothing but speak nothing, 'a shall be 
Hothing here. 
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Bard. Come , get you down stairs. 

PisU WhatI shall we have incision? shall we imbrue? — 

[Snaiching up his sword, 
Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful daysl 
Wliy, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the Sisters Three! Come, Atropos, I say! 

Host. Here'ß goodly stufftoward! 

Fal. Give me my rapier, boy. 

DoL I pray thee , Jack , I pray thee , do not draw. 

Fal, Get you down stairs. 

[Drawing, and driving Pistol out, 

Host. Here's a goodly tumult! 111 forswear keeping house, 
afore I'll be in these tirrits and frights. So ; murder, I Warrant 
now. — Alas , alas I put up your naked weapons, put up your 
naked weapons. [Exeunt Pistol and Bardolph. 

Dol. 1 pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal 's gone. Ah, 
you whoreson fittle valiant villain, you! 

Host. Are you not hurt i' the groin? methought 'a made 
a shrewd thrust at your belly. 

Re-enter Babdolph. 

Fal. Have you tumed him out o' doors? 

Bard. Yes, sir. The rascaFs drunk; you have hurt him, 
sir, r the Shoulder. 

Fal. A rascal! to brave me! 

Dol. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! Alas, poor ape, 
how thou sweatest! come, let me wipe thy face; — come on, 
you whoreson chops; — ah, rogue! i* faith, I love thee: thou 
art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth ßye of Agamemnon, 
and ten times better than the Nine Worthies: ah, villain! 

Fal. A rascaUy slave! I will toss the rogue in a blanket. 

Dol. Do, an thou darest for thy heart: an thou dost, I'll 
canvass thee between a pair of sheets. 

Enter Musicians. 

Page. The music is come, sir. 

Fal. Let them play : — play, sirs. — Sit on my knee, Doli. 
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[3/U52C.] A rascal bragging slave! the rogue fled from me 
like quicksilver. 

Dol. T faith, and thou foUowedst him like a church. Thou 
whoreson little tidy Bartholomew boar-pig, when wilt thou 
leave fighting o' däys and foining o' nights, and begln to patch 
up thine old body for heaven? 

Enter ^ hehtndy Prince Henbt and Poimtz disguised as Drawers. 

Fol. Peace, goodDoll! do not speak like a deathVhead; 
do not bid me remember mine end. 

DoL Sirrah, what humour's the prince of? 

Fol. A good shallow yoiing fellow: 'a would have made 
a good pantler, 'a would ha' chipped bread well. 

DoL They say Pointz has a good wit. 

FaL He a good wit? hang him, baboon! bis wifs as 
thick as Tewksbury mustard; there's no more conceit in him 
than is in a mallet. 

DoL Why does the prince love him so, then? 

Fol, Because their legs are both of a bigness; and 'a 
plays at quoits well; and eats conger and fennel; and drinks 
off candles' ends for flap-dragons; and rides the wild-mare 
with the boys; and jumps upon joint-stools; and swears with 
a good grace; and wears bis boot very smooth, like unto the 
sign of the leg; and breeds no bäte with telling of discreet 
stories; and such otlier gambol faculties 'a has, that show a 
weak mind and an able body, for the which the prince admits 
him: for the prince himself is such another; the weight of a 
hair will tum the scales between their avoirdupois. 

P. JBen. Would not this nave of a wheel have bis ears 
cutoff? 

Poin. Let's beat him before bis whore. 

P. Hen, Look, whether the withered eider hath not his 
poll clawed like a parrot. 

Poin, Is it not stränge that desire ahould so many years 
oaHive Performance? 
Fol, Kiss me , Doli. 
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P, Hen, Saturn and Venus this year in conjunction! what 
says the almanac to that? 

Poin, And, look, wliether the fiery Trigon, his man, be 
not lisping to bis master's old tables, bis note-book, bis 
counsel-keeper. 

Fol, Tbou dost give me flattering busses. 

Dol, B7 mj trotb , I kiss tbee witb a most constant beart. 

FaL I am old, I am old. 

DoL I love tbee better tban I love e'er a scurvy young 
boy of tbem all. 

Fal. What stuff wilt bave a kirtle of ? I sball receive 
money 0' Tbursday: sbalt bave a cap to-morrow. A meny 
song, come : it grows late ; we '11 to bed. Tbou It forget me 
when 1 am gone. 

Dol, By my trotb, tbou'lt set me a-weeping, an tbou 
sayest so: prove tbat ever I dress myself bandsome tili tby 
return: — well, bearken tbe end. 

Fal, Some sack, Francis. 

P, Hen, i 

p ' ' 1 Anon, anon, sir. [Advancing. 

Fal, Ha ! a bastard son of tbe king's? — And art not tbou 
Pointz bis brotber? 

P, Hen. Wby, tbou globe of sinful continents, wbat a life 
dost tbou lead! 

Fol, A better tban tbou: I am a genüeman; tbou art a 
drawer. 

P, Hen, Very true, sir; and I come to draw you out by 
tbe ears. 

Host, 0, tbe Lord preserve tby good grace! by my trotb, 
welcome to London. Now, tbe Lord bless tbat sweet face of 
tbine! Jesu, are you come from Wales? 

Fal, Tbou wboreson mad Compound of majesty, — by tbis 
ligbt flesb and corrupt blood , tbou art welcome. 

[Leanmg his hand upon Do IL 

Dol, How, you fat fool! I scom you. 

Poin. My lord, be will drive you out of your revenge, and 
tum all to a merriment, if you take not tbe beat 
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P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how vilely did 
you speak of me even now before this honest, yirtuous, civil 
genÜewoman! 

Host. Grod's blessing of your good heart! and so she is, 
by my troth. 

Fal. Didst thoa hear me? 

P. Hen, Yes; and you knew me, as you did when you 
ran away by Gadshill: you knew I was at yöur back, and spoke 
it on purpose to try my patience. > 

Fal. No, no, no; not so; I did not think thou wast within 
hearing. 

P. Hen. I shall drive you, then, to confess tbe wilful 
abuse ; and tben I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuse, Hai, o' mine honour; no abuse. 
P. Hen. Not, — to dispraise me, and call me pantler, and 
bread-chipper, and I know not whati 
Fal. No abuse, Hai. 
Poin, No abuse! 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, T the world; honest Ned, none. I 
dispraised him before the wicked, that the wicked might not 
fall in love with him; — in which doing, I have done the part 
of a caxeful friend and a true subject, and thy father is to 
give nae thanks for it. No abuse, Hai; — none, Ned, none; — 
no, faith, boys, none. 

P. Hen. See now, whetlier pure fear and entire coward- 
ice doth not make thee wrong this virtuous genÜewoman to 
close with us? is she of the wicked? is thine hostess here of 
the wicked? or is thy boy of the wicked? or honest Bardolph, 
whose zeal burns in his nose , of the wicked? 
Poin. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 
Fol. The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph iireeoverable ; 
and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, where he doth nothing 
but roast malt-worms. For the boy, — there is a good angel 
about him; but the devil outbids him too. 
P. Hen. For the women ? 
Fal. For one of them, — she is in hell already, and burns, 
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poorsoul! For the other, — I owe her money; and whether 
she be damned for that, I know not. 

Host No , I Warrant you. 

FaL No, I think thou art not; I think thou art quit for 
that. Harry, there is another indictment upon theo , for suf- 
fenng flesh to be eaten in thy house, contrary to the law; for 
the which I think thou wilt howl. 

Host All victuallers do so: what 's a Joint of mutton or 
two in a whole Lent? 

P. Hm, You, gentlewoman, — 

Dol, What says your grace? 

FaL. His grace says* that which his flesh rebels against. 

[Knocking toithm. 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door? — Look to Öie door 
there , Francis. 

Enler Peto. 

P. Hen. Peto, how nowl what news? 

Peto. The king your father is at Westminster; 
And there are twenty weak and wearied posts 
Come from the north: and, as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the tavems, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falstaif. 

P. Hen. By heaven, Pointz, I feel me much to blame, 
So idly to profane the precious time ; 
When tempest of commotion, Hke the south, 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop upon our bare unarmM heads. 
Give me my sword and cloak. — Falstaff, good night. 

[Exeunt Prince Henry ^ Pointz , Peto, and Bardolpk. 

FcU, Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the night, and 
we must hence, and leave it unpicked. [Knocking within.] 
More knocking at the door! 

Re-enter Babdolfh. 
How now! what*s the matter? 

Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently; 
A dozen captains stay at door for you. 



BCIKE IV.] Tsma HENRY IV. 129 

Fol. [to ihe Page\ Pay the musicians, sirrali. — Farewell, 
hostess; — farewell, Doli. — You see , my good wenches, how 
men of merit are sought affcer: the undeserver may sleep, 
when the man of action is called on. Farewell, good wenches : 
if I be not sent away post, I will see you again ere I go. 

Dol, I cannot speak; — if my heart be not ready to burst, 
— well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself. 

Fol, Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Falstaff and Bardolpk, 

Host, Well, fare thee well: I have known thee these 
twenty-nine years, come peascod-time; bat an honester and 
tmer-hearted man, — well, fare thee well. 

Bard, [vsiOim] Mistress TearsheetI 

Host What*B the matter? 

Bard. \wiOdn\ Bid Mistress Tearsheet come to my master. 

Host. O, nm. Doli, run; ran, good Doli: come {Doli comes 
Uu bbered] 5 y ea , will you come , l5oll ? [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 
ScsKE I. Wesiminsier. A room in the palace. 

Enter Song Hbnby in Jus nighigown^ with a Page. 

K. Hen. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of Warwick; 
Bat, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these letters, 
And well consider of them: make good speed. [Exil Page. 
How many thoosand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hoar asleep! — sleep, gentle sleep, 
Nature's soft narse, how have I firighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down. 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness? 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee , 
And hush'd with bazzing night-flies to thy slamber, 
Than in the p^rfum'd Chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state, 
And luU'd with soands of sweetest melody? 
thou doli god, why liest thou with the vile 

8kake8p$are. IJl. 9 
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In loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly couch 

A watch-case or a common *laram-bell? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 

Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock bis brains 

In cradle of the rade imperious surge, 

And in the Visitation of the winds , 

Who take the ruffian billows bj the top , 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging thcm 

With deafening damonr in the slippery shroudd > 

That, with the hurly, death itself awakes? — 

Canst thou, partial sleep, give thy repose 

To the wet sea-boy in an hour so mde; 

And in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king? Then, happy low, lie down! 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

Enter Wabwick and Sübset. 

War, Many good morrows to your majesty! 

K, Hen, Is it good morrow, lords? 

War, 'Tis one o'clock, and past. 

K, Hen, Why, then, good morrow to you all, my lords. 
Have you read o*er the letters that I sent you? 

War, We have, my liege. 

K, Hen, Then you perceive the body of our kingdom 
How foul it is; what rank diseases grow, 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War, It is but as a body yet distemper'd; 
Which to his former strength may be restor*d 
With good advice and little medicine: 
My Lord Northiynberland wiU soon be cooFd. 

K, Hen. <jl^od! that one might read the book of fate, 
And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent, 
Weary of solid firmness, melt itself 
Into the seat and, other times, to see 
The beachy girdle of the ocean 
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Too wide for Neptone's hips; how chances mock, 

Aad changes fill the cap of alteration 

With divers liquors ! , if this were seen , 

The happiest jouth, — viewing liis progress tbrough, 

What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 

Would shiit tbe book, and sit him down and die. 

'Tis not ten years gone 

Since Richard and Northumberland, great friends, 

Did feast together, and in two years after 

Were thej at wars: it is but eight years since 

Tbis Percy waa the man nearest my soul; 

Who like a brother tolFd in my af&irs, 

And laid bis love and Hfe nnder my foot; 

Yea, for my eake, even to the eyes of Eichard 

Grave him defiance. But which of you was by — 

[To Warwick] You, cousLq Nevil, as I may remember — 

Wben Richard, — with bis eye brimful of tears, 

Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, — 

Did speak these words, now prov'd a prophecy? 

"Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 

My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne ," — 

Thongh then, God knows, I had no such intent, 

But that necessity so bow*d the State , 

That I and greatness were compell'd to kiss: — 

"The time will come," thus did he foUow it, 

"The time will come, that foul sin, gathering head, 

ShaU. break into corruption:" — so went on, 

Foretelling this same time's condition. 

And the division« of our amity . 

War. There is a histöry in all men*s lives, 
Figodmg the nature of the times deceas^d; 
The> whdch obsery'd « a man may; prophesy, 
With a near aim, of the näün chance of things 
As yet not come to life, whioh in their seeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreasured. 
Such things become the hatch and brood of time; 
And , by the necessary form of this, 

9* 
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King ßichard might create a perfect guess, 
That great Northumberland, tiien false to him, 
Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness; 
Which should not fiiid a ground to root upon, 
Unless on you. 

K. Hm. Are tliese things , then , necessities? 
Then let us meet them like necessities ; — 
And that same word even now cries out on us: 
They say tiie bishop and Northumberland 
Are £fty thousand streng. 

War, . It cannot be, my lord; 

Kumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear'd. Please it your grace 
To go to bed. Upon my soul, my lord , 
The powers that you already have sent forth 
Shall bring this prize in very easily. 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 
A certain instance that Glendower is dead. 
Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill; 
And these unseason'd hours perforce must add 
Unto your sickness. 

K, Hen. I will take your counsel: 

And were these inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. [ExeunL 

ScENE n. Court hefore Justice Shallow^s house in 

GloucesiersTiire. 

Enier Shallow and Silkncb, meeting; Moüldy, Shadow, Wart, 
Feeble, Bullcalf, and Servants, heJdnd, 

Shal. Come on, come on, come on, sir; give me your 
band, sir, give me your hand, sir: an early stirrer, by the 
rood. And how doth my good coosin Silence? 

Sil, Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And now doth my cousin, your bedfellow? and 
your fairest daughter and mine, my god-daughter Ellen? 

Sil. Alas, a black ousej, cousin Shallow! 
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ShaL By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my cousin William 
is become a good scholar: he is at Oxford still, is he not? 

SÜ, Indeed, sir, to my cost. 

SJial. 'A must, then, to the inns o' court shortly: I was 
once of Clement's-inn, where I t^unk they will talk of mad 
Shallow yet. 

Sä, You were called "lusty Shallow" then, cousin. 

Shcd. By the mass, I was called any thing; and I would 
have done any thing indeed too, and roimdly too. There 
was I, and little John Doit of Staffordshire, and black George 
Bare , and Francis Pickbone , and WiU Squele a Cotsol' man, 
— you had not four such swinge-bucklers in all the inns o' 
court again: and, I may say to you, we knew where the 
bona-robas were , and had the best of them all at command- 
ment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir John, a boy, and 
page to Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk. 

Sä, This Sir John , cousin, that comes hither anon about 
soldiers? 

ShaL The same Sir John, the veiy same. I saw him 
break Skogan*s head at the court-gate , when 'a was a crack 
not thus high: and the very same day did I fight with one 
Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gray's-inn. Jesu, 
Jesu, the mad days that I have spent! and to see how many 
of my old acquaintance are dead! 

Sä. We shall all foUow, cousin. 

STuil, Certain, 'tis certain; very sure, veiy sure: death, 
as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all; all shall die. — How 
a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair? 

Sä, Truly, cousin, I was not there. 

SJial, Death is certain. — Is old Double of your town 
Hving yet? 

Sä, Dead, sir. 

STial, Jesu, Jesu, dead! — 'a drew a good bow; — and 
dead! — *a shot a fine shoot; — John o* Gaunt loved him 
-well, and betted much money on his head. Dead ! — 'a would 
have clapped i' the clout at twelve score; and carried you a 
forehand . shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it 
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would have done a man's lieart good to see. — How a score 
ofewesaow? 

Sä. Thereafter as they be: a score of good ewes may be 
worth teB pounds. 

Shal. Aiad is old Double dead? 

SU, Here come two of Sir John Falstaff *s men, as I ihixik. 

Enter Bakdolph and one with Tum. 

Barä, Good morrow, honest gentiemen: I beseech you, 
which is Justice Shallow? 

Shal, I am Eobert Shallow, sir; a poor esquire of this 
county, and one of the king's justices of the peaee: what is 
your good pleasure with me? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you; my cap- 
tain, Sir John Falstaff, — a tall gentleman, by heaven, and a 
most gallant leader. 

Shal. He greets me well , »r. I knew him a good back- 
sword man. How doth the good knight? may I ask how my 
lady his wife doth? 

Bard. Sir, pardon; a soldier ia better accommodated than 
with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faü^, sir; and it is well said in- 
deed too. Better accommodated! — it is good; yea, indeed, 
is it: good phrases are surely, and ever were, very commend- 
able. Accommodated! — it comes of accommodo: very good; 
a good phrase. 

Bard» Pardon, sir; I have beard the word. Phrase call 
you it? by this good day, I know not the phrase; but I will 
maintain the word with my sword to be a soldier-like word, 
and a word of exceeding good conunand, by heaven. Accom- 
modated; that 10, wben a man is, as they say, accommodated ; 
or when a man is, being, whereby 'a may be thomght to be 
acconunodated; which is an ezcellent thing. 

Sihal. Jt Ib very just. -^ Look, here comes good Sir John. 

Enter Palstapp. 
Give me your good band, give me your worship's good band: 
by my troth, you like well, and bear your years yery well: 
welcome, good Sir John. 
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Fol. I am glad to see you well, good Majster Robert 
Shallow: — Master Surecard, as I thinkV 

Shal. No, Sir John; it is mj coiuin Silence, in commis- 
sion with me. 

FaL Good Master Silence, it well bßfits you should be of 
the peace. 

SU, Your good worsbip is welcome. 

Fol, Fiel this is bot weather. — Gentlemen, bave you 
provided me bere half a dozen suffiicient men? 

ShaL Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit? 

Fol. liCt me see them, I beseech you. 

ShcU, Where*8 the roll? where's the roll? where's the 
roll? — Let me see, let me see, let me see. So, so, so, so: 
yea, marry, sir: — Kalph Mouldy! — let them appear as I 
call; let them do so, let them do so. — Let me.see; where is 
Mouldy? ' 

MouL Here, an't please you. 

Shal. What think you, Sir John? a good-limbed fellow; 
young, strong, and of good friends. 

Fol, Is thy name Mouldy? 

Motd. Yea, an't please you. 

FaL 'Tis the more time thou wert used. 

Shal, Ha, ha, ha! most excellent, i* faith! things that are 
mouldy lack use: very singnlar good! — in faith, well said, 
Sir John; very weil said. 

Fol, [to Shallow] Prick him. 

Moul, I was pricked well enoughbefore, an you could 
have let me alone: my old dame will be imdone now, for one 
to do her hosbandry and her drudgery : you need not to have 
pricked me; there are other men fitter to go out than I. 

Fol, Go to: peace, Mouldy; you shall go. ..Mouldy, it is 
time you were .spent. . 

Moul. Sp^it! 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace; stand asidei.know you where 
you are? — For the others, Sir John : — let me see ; — Simon 
Shadow! 
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Fal, Yea, marry, let me have him to sit tmder: he*s like 
to be a cold soldier. 

ShaL Where's Shadow? 

STiad. Here, sir. 

FaL Shadow, whose son art thou? 

Shad, My mother's son, sir. 

FaL Thy mother's son! like enough; and thy father's 
sbadow: so the son of the female is the shadow of the male: 
it is often so, indeed; not much of the father's substance. 

ShaL Do you like him, Sir John? 

FaL Shadow will serve for summer, — prick him; for we 
have a number of shadows to £11 up the muster-book. 

ShaL Thomas Wartl 

FaL Where'she? 

Wart Here, sir. 

FaL Is thy name Wart? 

Wart Yea, sir. 

FaL Thou art a very ragged wart. 

ShaL Shall I prick him, Sir John? 

FaL It were superfluous; for his apparel is built upon 
his back, and the whole frame Stands upon pins: prick him 
no more. 

SJial, Ha, ha, ha! — you can do it, sir; you can do it: I 
commend you well. — Francis Feeble ! 

Fee, Here, sir. 

FaL What trade art thou, Feeble? 

Fee. A woman's tailor, sir. 

ShaL Shall I prick him, sir? 

FaL You may: but if he had been a man's tailor, he'd 
ha* pricked you. — "Wilt thou make as many holes in an 
enemy's battle as thou hast done in a woman*s petticoat? 

Fee, 1 will do my good will, sir; you can l^ve no more. 

FaL Well said, good woman's tailor! well said, courage- 
ous Feeble! thou wilt be as yaiiant as the wrathful dove er 
most magnanimous mouse. — Prick the iwoman*s tailor well, 
Master Shallow; deep, Master Shallow. 

Fee, I would Wart might have gone, sir. 
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Fol, I would thou wert a man*s tailor, that thou mightst 
mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put bim to a 
private soldier, that is the leader of so manj thousands: let 
that suffice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. 

Fol. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. — Who is 
next? 

Shal, Peter Bullcalf o* the green! 

Fol, Yea, marry, let 's see Bullcalf. 

Bull. Here, sir. 

Fal. Tore God, a likdly fellow! — Come, prick me Bull- 
calf tili he roar again. 

BtUl. Lord! good my lord captain, — 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art pricked? 

Bull. O Lord, sir! I am a diseased man. 

FcU. What disease hast thou? 

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir, — a cough, sir, — which I 
caught with ringing in the king's afi'airs upon his coronation- 
day, sir. 

Fal. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown; we will 
have away thy cold; and I will take such order, that thy 
Mends shaU ring for thee. — Is here all? 

Shal. Here is two more called than your number; you 
must have bjit four here, sir: — and so, I pray you, go in 
with me to dinner. 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot tarry 
dinner. I am glad to see you, by my troth, Master Shallow. 

STial. O, Sir John, do you remember since we lay all 
night in the windmill in Saint George's field? 

Fal. No more of that, good Master Shallow, no more of 



that. 

Shal. 
alive? 

Fal. 

Shal. 

Fal. 
abide Master Shallows 



Ha, 't was a meiry night. And is Jane Nightwork 

She lives, Master Shallow. 
She never could away with me. 
Never, never; she would always say she could not 
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Shal, By the mass, I could anger her to the heart She 
was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own well? 

Fal. Old, old, Master Shallow. 

Shal, Naj, she must be old; she cannot choose but be 
old; certain she's old; and had Robin Nightwork by old 
Nightwork before I came to Clement's-inn. 

Sil. That's fiffcy-five year ago. 

Shal, Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen that that 
this knight and I have seen! — Ha, Sir John, said I well? 

Fal, We have heard the chimes at midnight, Master 
Shallow. 

Shd. That we have, that we have, that we have ; in faith, 
Sir John, we have: our watch-word was, "Hern, boys!" — 
Come, let*B to dinner; come, let's to dinner: — Jesus, the 
days that we have seen ! — come, come. 

[Exemit Falstaffy Shallow^ and Silence, 

Bull, Good M^ter Corporate Bardolph, stand. my friend; 
and here 's four Harry ten Shillings in French crowns for you. 
In Ytiry.traÜi, sir, I had as lief be hanged, sir, as go: and 
yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not care; but rather, because 
I am unwilling, and, for mine own part, have a desire to stay 
with my friends; eise, sir, I did not care, for mine own part, 
so much. 

Bard, Gk> to; stand aside. 

Moul. And, good master corporal captain, for my old 
dam«'s sake, stand my friend: she has nobody to do any 
thing about her when I am gone; and she is old, and cannot b 
help herseif: you shall have forty, sir. <ti 

Bard, Go to; stand aside. «^it 

Fee. By my troth, I care not; a man can die but once; *i 
— we owe God a death: I'll ne'er bear a base mind: an't ^ 
be my destiny, so; an*t be not, so: no man's too good to \. 
serve 's prince; and let it go whieh way it wiU, he that dies uiti 
this year is qnit for tibe nezt. ,^^ 

Bard, )Well said; thon'rt a good fellow. 

Fee. Faith, 111 bear no base mind. '^^ 
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Re-enier Falstaff, Shali.ow, ctnd Silence. 

Fol. Come, sir, which men shall I have? 

ShcU. Foiir of which yon please. 

Bard. »Sir, a word with you: — I have three pound to 
free Mouldj and Bnlicalf. 

Fol. Goto; well. 

Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have? 

Fol, Do you choose for me. 

ShcU, Maxryy then, — Mouldy, Bidlcalf, Feeble, and Sha- 
dow. 

Fol. Mouldy and Bullcalf: — for you, Mouldy, stay at 
home tül you are past service: — and for your part, Bullcalf, 
grow tili you come unto it: — I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself wrong: they 
are yoiir likeliest men, and I would have you served with the 
best. 

Fcd. Will you teil me, Master Shallow, how to choose a 
man? Care I for the limb, the thews, the stature, bulk, and 
big assemblance of amani Give me the spirit, Master Shal- 
low. — Here*8 Wart; — you see what a ragged appearance it 
is: 'a shall Charge you, and discharge you, with the motion 
•of a pewterer's hammer; come otf, and on, swifter than he 1 

that gibl>ets-on the brewer's bücket. And this same half- ^ 

faced fellow, Shadow, — give me this man: he presents no ■ 

mark to the enemy, — the foeman may with as great aim ; 

level at the edge of a penknife. And , for a retreat, — how * 

Bwiftly will this Peeble, the woman's tailor, run off! O, give ^ 

me the spare men, and spare me the great ones. — Put me a \ 

caliver into Wart's band, Bardolph. 1 

Bard, Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, thus. | 

Fol, Come, manage me your caliver. So: — very well: 
— go to: — very good: — exceeding gaod. — O, give me al- 
ways a little, lean, old, chapped, bald shot. — Well said, i' 
futh, Wart: thou'rt a good scab: hold, there's a tester for 
fhee. 

Shal. He is not his craffc's-master; he doth not do it right. 
remember at Mile-end Green, — when I lay at Clements- 
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inn, — I was then Sir Dagonet in Arthur's show, — there was 
a little quiver fellow, and 'a would manage you his piece 
tlrns; and 'a would about and about, and come you in and 
come you in: "rah, tah, tah," would 'a say; "bounce" would 
'a say; and away again would 'a go, and again would 'a 
come: — I shall ne'er see such a fellow. 

Fol. These fellows will do well, Master Shallow. — Grod 
keep you, Master Silence: I wiU not use many words with 
you. — Fare you well, gentlemen both: I thank you: I must 
a dozen mile to-night. — Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 

ShaL Sir John, the Lord bless you! God prosper your 
affairs! God send us peace! As you retum, visit my house; 
let our old acquaintance be renewed: peradventure I will 
with you to the court. 

Fal, Tore God, I would you would, Master Shallow. 

Shal, Go to; I have spoke at a word. Fare you well. 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. [Exeunt Shallow 
and Säence,] On, Bardolph; lead the men away. [Exeunt 
Bardolph y Recruits, ^c] As I retum, I will fetch off these 
justices: I do see the bottom of Justice Shallow. Lord, Lord, 
how subject we old men are to this vice of lying! This same 
starved justice hath done nothing but prate to me of the wild- 
ness of his youth, and the feats he hatii done about TumbuU- 
street; and every third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer 
than the Turk's tribute. I do remember him at Clement's- 
inn, like a man made after supper of a cheese-paring : when 
*a was naked, he was, for all the world, Hke a forked radish, 
with a head fantastically carved upon it with a knife ; *a was 
so forlom, that his dimensions to any thick sight were invin- 
cible: 'a was the very genius of famine; yet lecherous as a 
monkey, and the whores called him mandrake: 'a came ever 
in the rearward of the fashion; and sung those tunes to the 
overscutched huswives that he heard the carmen whistle, and 
sware they were his Fancies or his Good-nights. And now 
IS this Yice's dagger become a squire, and talks as familiarly 
of John o' Gaunt as if he had been sworn brother to him ; 
and 1*11 be sworn *a ne'er saw him but once in the Tilt-yard*, 
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I ftnd tben he burst bis bead for crowding among tbe marsbal's 

men. 1 saw it, and told John o* Gaunt be beat bis own name; 

I for 70U migbt bave tbrust bim and all bis apparel into an 

I eei-skin; tbe case of a treble bautboy was a mansion for bim, 

I a court: — and now bas be land and beeves. Well, l'll be 

[ acquaiated witb bim, if I retom; and it sball go bard but l'll 

t make bim a pbilosopber's two stones to me: if tbe young dace 

' be a bait for tbe old pike, I see no reason, in tbe law of nature, 

[ bat I may snap at bim. Let time sbape, and tbere an end. 
, [Exä. 

ACT IV. 
ScEHE L Gaultree Forest in Yorkshire, 

Enter tJte Arcbbisbop of York, Mowbbat, HASToraB, and others. 

Arch, Wbat is tbis forest caird? 

Hast. 'Tis Gaultree Forest, an*t sball please your grace. 

Arch. Here stand, my lords; and send discoverers forth 
To know tbe numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We bave sent fortb already. 

Arch. 'Tis well done. 

My friends and bretbren in tbese great affairs, 
I most acquaint you that I bave receiv'd 
New-dated letters from Nortbmnberland; 
Tbeir cold intent, tenour, and substance, tbus: — 
Here dotb be wisb bis person, witb sucb powers 
As migbt bold sortance witb bis quality, 
Tbe wbieb be could not levy ; wbereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe bis growing fortunes, 
To Scotland; and concludes in bearty prayers 
That your attempts may overlive tbe bazard 
And fearful meeting of tbeir opposite. 

Motob. Tbus do tbe bopes we bave in bim toucb ground, 
And dasb tbemselves to pieces. 

Enier a Messenger. 
Hast. Now, wbat news? 

Mess. West of tbis forest, scarcely off a mile , 
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In goodly form comes on^tlie euemy; 

And, by the ground they hide , I judge their number 

Upon or near the rate of thirty thousaud. 

Mowb. The just proportion that we gave them out. 
Let US sway on , and face them in the field. 

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us here? 

Mowb, I think it is my Lord of Westmoreland. 

Enter Westmobslamd. 

West Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The prince , Lord John and Duke of Lancaster. 

Arch, Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in peace, 
What doth concern youjr coming. 

West Then, my lord, 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 
CameiUke itsalf, in baae amd abjeet routs, 
Led'.-Oia 1^ hoady youth, guarded with rags, 
And countenanc'd by boys and beggary, — 
I say, if damn'd commotion so appear'd, 
In his true , native , and most proper shape, 
You, reverend father, and these noble lords, 
Had not been here , to dress the ugly form 
Of bare and bloody insurrection 
With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop , — 
Whose see is by a civil peace maintain'd; 
Whose beard the silver band of peace hath touch'd; 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd; 
Whose white investments figure innocence , 
The dove and very bleas^d spirit of peace, — 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace, 
Into the harah and boisterous tongue of war; 
Tuming your books to greaves, your ink to.blood, 
Your pens to lances, and your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 

Arch, Wherefore do I this? — so the queation standsu 
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Briefly to this end: — we are all diseas'd; 

And with om* surl'eitiug and wanton hours 

Uave brought ourselves into a buming fever, 

And we must bleed for it: of which disease 

Onr late king, Richard, being infected, died. 

Bat, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland , 

I take not on me here as a pbysician; 

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace, 

Troop in the tfarongs of military men; 

Bat, rather, show awhile like fearful war, 

To diet rank minds sick of happiness. 

And purge th' obstructions wlidch begin to stop 

Oar very veins of life. Hear me more plainly . 

1 have in eqoal balance jostly weigh'd 

Wbat -wrongs onr arms may do, what wrongs we suffer, 

And find oor griefs heavier than onr offences. 

We see which way the stream of time doth run. 

And are enforc'd from our most quiet sphere 

By the rough torrent of occasion; 

And have &e smnmary of all onr griefs, 

When time shall serve, to show in articles; 

Which long ere this we offer'd to the king. 

And might by no suit gain our audience: 

When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our griefs, 

We are denied access unto his person 

Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 

The dangers of the days but newly gone 

Whose memory is written on the earth 

With yet-appearing blood, and the ezamples 

Of every minute's instance, present now, 

Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms; 

Not to break peace, or any brandh of it. 

Bot to establish here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality. 

West When ever yet was your appeal denied; 
Wherein have you been gall^d by the king; 
WTiat peer hath been subom'd to grate on you; — 
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That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg'd rebellion with a seal divine, 
And consecrate commotion's bitter edge? 

Arch, Mj brother general, the Commonwealth, 
Tg brother born an household cruelty, 
I make my quarrel in particular. 

West, There is no need of any such redress; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mowb, Why not to him in part, and to us all 
That feel the bruises of the days before , 
And sufiPer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal band 
Upon our honours? 

West. 0, my good Lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to their necessities , 
And you shall say indeed, it is the time, 
And not the king, that doth you injuries. 
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Either from the king, or in the present time, 
That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on: were you not restor'd 
To all the Duke of Norfolk's signiories, 
Your noble and right-well-remember'd father's? 

Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my father lost,' 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 
The king, that lov'd him, as the state stood then, 
Was, force perforce, compell'd to banish him: 
And when that Henry BoUngbroke and he — 
Bcing mounted and both rous^d in their seats, 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur, 
Their arm^d staves in Charge, their beavers down, 
Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of steel, 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together, — 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have stay'd 
My father from the breast of BoUngbroke , 
0, then the king did throw bis warder down: 
Jus own life hung ^pon the staff he threw ; 
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Then ihrew he down himBelf , and all their lives 
That by indictment and bj diut of sword 
Have aince miscarried ander Bollngbroke. 

WesL You speak, Lord Mowbray, now 70a know not what, 
The £arl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman: 
Who knowB on whom fortune would then haye smil'd? 
Bat if your father had been victor there, 
He ne'er had bome it oat of Coventry: 
For all the coantry, in a general voice, 
Cried hate apon him; and all their prayers and loye 
Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And bless'd and grac'd indeed, more than the king. 
Bat this is mere digresBion from my parpose. — 
Here come I from oor princely general 
To know yoor giiefs; to teil you from his grace 
That he will give you audience; and wherein 
It shall appear that yoar demands are just, 
You shall enjoy them , — every thing set off 
That might so mach as think you enemies. 

Mowb. But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West, Mowbray, you overween to take it so; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear: 
For, lo! within a ken our army Hes; 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 
Our battle is more füll of names than yours , 
Our men more perfect in the use of arms , 
Our armour all as strong, our cause the best; 
Then reason wills our hearts should be as good: 
Say you not, then, our offer is compell'd. 

Motob. Well, by my will we shall admit no parley. 

West. That argues but the shame of your offence : 
A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast, Hath the Prince John a füll commission , 
in very ^.mple virtue of his father , 
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To hear and absolntely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon? 

West, That is intonded in the g^sieral'B name: 
I muse you make so slight a question. 

Arch, Then take, mjLord of Westmoreland, this sohedule, 
For this contains our general grievauees: 
Each several article herein redress'd, 
All members of our cause, both here and hence, 
That are insinew'd to this action, 
Acquitted bj a trae substantiai form, 
And present execation of our wills 
To US and to our purposes confirm'd, — 
We come within our awfiil banks agaiu. 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West, This will I show the general. Please you, lords, 
In sight of both our batties we may meet; 
And either end in peace, — which God so framel — 
Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must dccide it. 

Arck, My lord, we wiU do so. [Exä West, 

Motob, There is a thing within my bosom teils me 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast, Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 
Upon such large terms and so absolute 
As our conditions shaU consist upon, 
Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains. 

Mowb, Ay, but our valuation shadl be such, 
That eveiy slight and false-deriv^d cause, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason, 
Shall to the king taste of this action; 
That, were our royal fSaiths marfyrs in love, 
We shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind, 
Tliat even our com shall seem as Üght as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

Arch. No , no , my lord. Note this , — the king is weary 
Of dainly and such picking grlevances: 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death 
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Beyives two greater in the heirs of life; 

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean, 

And keep no tell-tale to his memory, 

That may repeat and history his loss 

To new remembrance: for fall well he knows 

He cannot so precisely weed this land 

As his misdonbts present oecasion: 

His foes are so enrooted with his fiiends, 

Thaty plucking to unfix an enemy, 

He dotii unfasten so and shake a friend. 

So that this land, like an offensive wife 

That hath enrag'd him on to offer strokes, 

As he is striking, holds his in^Eint up^ 

And hangs resolv'd coirection in the arm 

Thai wae uprear'd to execution. 

Hast. Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The yeiy instniments of chastisement: 
So that his power, like to a fangless lion, 
Maj offer, but not hold. 

Arck, 'Tis very true x 

And therefore be assur'd, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make oor atonement well, 
Onr peace will, like a broken limb united, 
Grow strenger for the breaking. 

Mowb, Be it so. 

Here is retom'd my Lord of Westmoreland. 

Re-^nier Westmobblaito. 

West, The prince is here at band: pleaseth your lordship 
To meet his grace just distance *tween oor armies. 

Mowb, Your grace of York, in God's name, then, set 

forward. 
Areh Before , and greet his grace: — my lord , we come. 

[Exeunt. 
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ScBKB n. Another pari ofthe forest 

Enter ^ from one side, Mowbbat, /^ Archblshop, Hastinos, and 

others; from ihe oiher siOe^ Prince John of Lancaster, West* 

MORELAMD, Officcrs, ond Attendants. 

P. John. You*re well encounter'd here, my cousin Mow* 
braj: — 
Good day to you, geutle lord ärchbishop; — 
And so to you, Lord Hasliugs, — and to all. — 
My Lord of York, it better 8how*d with you, 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell, 
Encircled you to bear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy tezt, 
Than now to see you here an iron man, 
Checring a rout of rebels with your dnun, 
Tuming the word to sword , and life to death. 
That man that sits witbin a monarch^s heart. 
And ripens in the sunshine of bis favour, 
Would he abuse the countenance ofthe king, 
Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach, 
In shadow of such greatness! With you, lord bishop, 
It is even so. Who hath not heard it spoken, 
How deep you were within the books of (Jod? 
To US the Speaker in bis parliament; 
To US th' imagin'd voice of Grod himself ; 
The very opener and intelligencer 
Between the grace , the sanctities of heaven 
And our dull workJngs. , who shall believe , 
But you misuse the reverence of your place, 
Employ the countenance and grace of heaven, 
As a false favourite doth bis prince's name , 
In deeds dlshonourable? You have ta*en up, 
Under the counterfeited seal of Grod, 
The subjects of bis Substitute, my father. 
And both against the peace of heaven and bim 
Have here up-swarm*d them. 

Arclu Good my Lord of Lancaater , 
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I am not here against your father's peace; 

Bat, as I told mj Lord of WestmorelaDd, 

The time misorder'd doth, in common sense, 

Crowd US and cnish us to this monstrous form, 

To hold our safety up. I sent your grace 

The parcels and particulars of our grief , — 

The which hath Seen with scom shov'd from the conrt, --* 

Whereon this Hydra son of war is bom; 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm*d asieep 

With grant of our most just and right desires , 

And true obedience, of this madness cur'd, 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunei 
To the last man. 

Hast. And though we here fall down, 

We have supplies to second our attempt: 
If they miscarry, theirs shall secoud them; 
And so success of mischief shall be bom. 
And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up , 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

P. John. You are too shallow, Hastings, much too 
shallow, 
To Bound the bottom of the affcer-times. 

WesL Pleaseth your grace to answer them directly, 
How far-forth you do Hke their articles. 

P.John. Ilike them all, and do allow them well; 
And swear here, by the honour of my blood, 
My father's purposes have been mistook; 
And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. — 
My lotdj these griefs shall be with speed redress*d; 
Upon my soul , they shall. If this may please you , 
Discharge your powers unto their severd counties, 
Ab we will ours: and here, between the armies, 
Let's drink together fiiendly and embrace, 
Tbat all their eyes may bear those tokens home 
Of our restorid love and amily. 
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Arch, I take your princely word for these redresses. 

P, John. I give it you, and will maintain my word: 
And thereupon I drink linto your grace. [Drinks. 

Hast, [to an Officer] 60, captain, and deliver to the anny 
Tliis news of peace: let them have pay, and part: 
I know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain. 

[Exit Officer. 

Arch, To you, my noble Lord of Westmoreland. [Drinks. 

West. I pledge your grace [Drmks]\ and, if you knew 
what pains 
I have bestow'd to breed Üus present peace, 
You would drink freely: but my love to ye 
Shall show itself more openly bereafter. 

Arch, I do not doubt you. 

West. 1 am glad of it. — 

Health to my lord and gentle cousin , Mowbray. [Drirdc^. 

Mowh, You wish me health in very happy season; 
For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 

Arch. Against ill chances men are ever merry; 
But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West. Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden sorrow 
Serves to say thus, *'Some good thing comes to-morrow.'* 

Arch. Believe me , I am passing light in spirit. 

Mowb. So much the worse , if your own rule ba true. 

[Shoats ißithm, 

P. John. The word of peace is render'd: hiurk, how they 
shouti 

Mowb, This had been cheerful after victory. 

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest; 
For then both parties nobly are subdu*d. 
And neither parfy loser, 

P, John, Qo , my lord , 

And let our army be discharg^ too. [Exil WestmoreUmd. 
And, good my lord, so please you, let your traina 
March by us, that we may perose the men 
We should have cop'd withaL 



«•1 DNO HENBY IV. 151 

Arch. Gro , good Lord Hastings , 

And, ere they be difixniss'd, let them march hy, 

[Exü Hastmgs, 
P. John, I trnst, lords, we sliall lie to-night together. 

Re-entei' Westmobeland. 

Nowy cousin, wherefore Stands our annj still? 

West The leaders, having Charge from you ta stand, 
Will not go off nntil they hear yon speak. 

P. John, They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastinos. 

Hast, My lord, onr army is dispers'd already: 
Like youthfiil steers unyok'd, they take their courses 
Easty west, north, sonth; or, like a school broke xxp, 
£ad^ hniries toward bis home and sporting-place. 

West, Qood tidings, my Lord Hastings; for the which 
I do arrest thee , traitor , of high treason : — 
Andyou, lord ärchbishop, — and you, Lord Mowbray, — 
Of capitaL treason I attach yon boüi. 

Mowb, Is this proceedüig jtnt and honoura1)le ? 

West. Is yonr assembly so? 

Arc^ Will you thns break yonr faith? 

P. John. I pawn*d thee none: 

I pronls'd you redress of these same grievances 
Whereof yon did complain; which, by mine honour, 
I wiUperform with a most Christian care. 
Bnt for yon, rebels, — look to taste the dne 
Meet for rebellion and such acts as yours. 
Most ahallowly did you these arms commence, 
FondLy bronght here, and foolishly sent hence. — 
Strike up onr droms, pnrsne the scatter^d stray : 
Grod, and not we, hath safely fonght to-day. — 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death, 
Treasoa's trae bed and yielder-up of breath. 

[Exeunt* 
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ScenbUE. Another pm't of ihe forest 

Alarums: excursions. Enter Falstaff and Colbyils, meettng, 

Fat. What's your name, sir? of what condition are 70U, 
and of what place , I pray ? 

Cole, I am a knight, sir; and my name is Colevile of the 
dale. 

FaL Well, then, Colevile is your name, a knight is your 
degree, and your place the dale: Colevile shall be still your 
name, a traitor your degree, and the dungeon your place, 
— a dale deep enough; so shall you be still Colevile of thd 
dale. 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff? 

Fol. As good a man as he, slr, whoe*er I am. Do ye 
yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? If I do sweat, they «re 
the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy death: there- 
fore rouse up fear and trembling, and do observance tbmy 
mercy. 

Cole, I thmk you are Sir John Falstaff; and in iliat 
thought yield me. 

Fol, I have a whole school of tongues in this heVy of 
mine; and not a tongue of them all speaks any other word 
but my name. An I had but a belly of any indiffereney, I 
were simply the most active fellow in Europe: my womb, my 
womb, my womb, undoes me. — Here conies our general. 

Enter Prince Johh of Lancaster, Wkstmobeland, Blttht, 

and otJiers. 
P, John, The heat is past; follow no further now: — 
Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. 

[Exä Westmoreland, 
Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this while? 
When every thing is ended, then you come: 
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life , 
One time or other break some gallows* back. 

Fol, I would be sorry, my lord, but it should bd thus: 
I never knew yet but rebuke and check was the retard of 
yalour. Do you think me a swallow, an axrow, or a bullet? 
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have I , lu mj poor and old niotion, the expedltion of thought? 
I have speeded hither with the verj eztremest inch of possi* 
billty; I have foundered nine-score and odd posts: and here, 
travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and inunaculate 
valour, taken Sir John Colevile of the dale, a most furious 
knight and vaiorous enemj. But what of that? he saw me, 
and yielded; that 1 may justly say with the hook-nosed fellow 
of Kome, — I came, saw, and overcame. 

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than your deserving. 

Fol. I know not: — here he is, and here I yield him: and 
I beseech your grace, let it be booked with the rest of this 
day's deeds; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a particular 
bailad eise, with mine owu picture on the top of it, Colevile 
kissing my foot: to the which course if I be enforeed, if you 
de not all show like gilt two-pences to me , and 1, in the clear 
sky of fame , o'ershine you as much as the füll moon doth the 
ciuders of the element, which show like pins* heads to her, 
believe not the word of the noble : therefore let me have right, 
and let desert mount. 

P, John, Thine^s too heavy to mount. 

Fal. Let it shine , then. 

P. JoJm. Thine's too thick to shine. 

Fal. hei it do something, my good lord, that may do me 
good, and call it what you will. 

P. JoJm, Is thy name Colevile? 

Cole, It is, my lord. 

P. John, A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fal, And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole, 1 am , my lord , but as my betten are , 
That led me hither: had they been ruFd by me, 
You should have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal, 1 know not how they sold themselves: but thou, like 
a kind fellow, gavest thy seif away gratis; and I thank thee 
for thee. 

Re-enter WssTMOBELiin). 

P. John. Nqw, have you left pursuit? 

WesL Betreat is made, and execution 6tay*d* 
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P. John. Send Colevile, with his confederates, 
To York, to present execution: — 
Blunt, lead him hence; and see you guard him sore. 

[Exeunt Blunt and oihers with Coleuäe. 
And now dispatcli we toward the court, my lords: 
I hear the king my father is sore slck : 
Out news shall go before us to bis majesty, — 
Which. cousin, you shall bear, — to comfort him; 
And we with sober speed will follow you. 

FaL My lord, beseech you, give me leave to go 
Through Glostershire: and, when you come to court, 
Stand my good lord, pray, in your good report. 

P. John, Fare you well, Falstaff : I, in my condition , 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 

[Exeunt all except Falstaff. 

FaL I would you had but the wit: 'twere better than 
your dukedom. — Grood faith, this same young sober -blooded 
boy doth not loye me; nor a man cannot make him laugh; — 
but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine. There's never any 
of these demure boys come to any proof ; for thin drink doth 
so over-cool their blood, and ms^ng many fish-meals, that 
they fall into a kind of male green-sickness; and then, when 
they many, they get wenches: they are generally fools and 
cowards; — which some of us shoiüd be too, but for Inflam- 
mation. A good sherris-sack hath a twofold Operation in it. 
It ascends me into the brain; dries me there all the foolish 
and dull and crudy vapours which environ it; makes it ap- 
prehensive, quick, forgetive, füll of nimble, flery, and de- 
lectable shapes; which, delivered o*er to the voice (the 
tongue), which is the birth, become exceUent wit. The se- 
cond property of your excellent sherris is, the warming of the 
blood; which, before cold and settled, left the liver white 
and pale, which is the badge of pusillanimity and cowardice; 
but the sherris warms it, and makes it couise from the in- 
wards to the parts extreme: it illumineth the face, which, as 
a beacon, gives waming to all the rest of this little kingdom, 
man, to arm; and then the vital commoners and ixiland petljy 
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spirits muster me all to fheir captain, the heart, who, great 
and paffed up with bis retinae, doth any deed of oourage: 
and this Talonr comes of sherrU. So that skill in the weapon 
is notbing without sack, for tiiat sets it a-work; and leaming, 
} a mere hoard of gold kept bj a devil, tili sack commences 
it, and sets it in act and nse. Hereof comes it, that Prince 
Harry is valiant; for the cold blood he did natorally inherit 
of bis father, he hath, like lean, sterile, and bare land, ma- 
nured, busbanded, and tUled, with ezcellent endeavoor of 
drinking good and good störe of fertile sherris, that he is 
become vcry bot and valiant. If I had a thonsand sons, the 
first bmnan prindple I would teach them sbould be, — to for- 
swear thin potations, and to addict themselves to sack. 

ErUer Babdolph. 
How now, Bardolph! 

Bord. The armj is discharged all, and gone. 

Fal. Let them go. 1*11 through Glostershire; and there 
will I yisit Master Robert Shallow, esquire: I have bim al- 
ready tempering between my finger and my thumb, and 
sbortly will I seal with bim. Ck>me away. [Exeunt, 

ScBNE ly. Westmtnster. The Jerusalem Chamber, 

Efiier Eling Hbbbt, Duke of Clabbncb, Pnnce Humfabst, 

WiBWicK, and o(hers, 

K, Hen, Now, lords, if Grod doth give snccessful end 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields , 
And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 
Our nayy is address*d, our power collected, 
Our Substitutes in absence well invested, 
And every thing lies leyel to our wish: 
Only, we want a little personal streugth; 
And pause us, tiU these rebels, now afoot, 
Ck>me undemeath the yoke of govemment 

War, Both which we doubt not but your migesty 
Sball soon enjoy. 



166 SEOOND PART OF [ACTIF. 

K, Hen, Humphrey, my sod of Gloster, 

Where ia the prince your brother? 

P. Humph, I think he*s gone to hunt, my lord, at Windsor. 
K, Hen, And how accompanied? 

P. Humph, I do not know, my lord. 

K. Hen, Is not bis brother, Thomas of Clareuce, with bim? 
P. Humph, No, my good lord; he is in presence ber^. 
Cla. What would my lord and father? 

K, Hen, Nothing bat well to thee, Thomas of Clarenoe. 
How Chance thou art not with the prince thy brother? 
He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas; 
Thou hast a better place in bis afiection 
Than all thy brothers: cherish it, my boy; 
And noble Offices thou mayst effect 
Of inediation, after I am dead, 
Between bis greatness and thy other brethren: 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not bis love, 
Nor lose the good advantage of bis grace 
By seeming cold or careless of bis will; 
For he is gracious, if he be observ*d: 
}Ie hath a tear for pity, and a band 
Open as day for melting charity: 
Yet notwithstanding, being incens*d, he*8 fiint; 
As hnmorous as winter, and as sndden 
As flaws congeal^d in tiie spring of day. 
His temper, therefore, must be well observ^d: 
Chide him for fanlts, and do it reverenüy, 
When yon perceive his blood indin'd to mirth; 
But, being moody, give him line and scope, 
Till that bis passions, like a whale on ground, 
Confoimd themselves with working. Leam this, Thomas | 
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends; 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 
That Üie united vessel of their blood , 
Mingled with venom of Suggestion — 
AB| force perforce, the age will pour it in — * 
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Shall never leak, thoogh it do work as strong 
Ab aconitiim or rash gunpowder. 

Cla. 1 shall observe him with all care and love. 

K. Hen, Whj art thou not at Wiudsor with hün, Thomas? 

Cla. He iB not there to-day; he dineB in London. 

K. Hen. And how accompanied? canst thou teil that? 

Cla. With Pointz, and other Mb continaal foUowera. 

K. Hen. Most subjeQt is the fattest soil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Ib overspread with them: therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death: 
The blood weeps £rom my heart, when I do Bhape, 
In forma imaginary, th* unguided days 
And rotten times that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 
^or when bis headstrong riot hath no curb, 
When rage and hot blood are bis counsellorB, 
When means and lavish manners meet together, 
Oy with what wings shall bis affections fly 
Towards fronting peril and oppos'd decay! 

War. My gracious lord, yoa look beyond him qoite: 
The prince but studies bis companions , 
Löke a stränge tongue; wherein, to gain the language y 
'Tis needful that the most immodest word 
Be look'd upon and leam'd; which once attain'd, 
YouT highness knows, comes to no further use 
Bat to be known and hated. So , like gross terms , 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time, 
Gast off bis followers; and their memoiy 
Stiall as a pattem or a measure live , 
By which bis grace must mete the lives of others, 
Tuming past evils to advantages. 

K. Hen. 'Tis seldom-when the bee doth leaye her comb 
In the dead Carrion. 

Enter Wsstuorblahd. 
Who'a here? Westmoreland? 
W€it*- Health to my sovereign, and new happineew 
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Added to that ihat I am to deliver! 

Piince John, your son, doth kiss your grace's band: 

Mowbrajy the Bishop Scroop, Hastmgs, and all, 

Are brought to the oorrection of your law; 

There is not now a rebeFs sword misheath*d 

Bat Peace puts forth her olive eveiy where: 

The manner how this action hath been bome, 

Here at more leisore may your highness read, 

With eveiy course in bis particular. [GimngpackeL 

K, Ben, Westmoreland, thou art a sammer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting-ap of day. — Look, here's more news. 

Enler Hascoübt. 

Har. From enemies heaven keep yoor majesty; 
And , when they stand against y oa , may they fall • 

As those that I am come to teil yoa of ! 
The Earl Northomberland and Üie Lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of English and of Scots, 
Are by tiie sbrieve of Yorkshire overthrown: 
The manner and tnie order of the fight, 
This packet, please it yoa, contains at large. [Qking packet. 

K, Ben. And wherefore shoald these good news make me 
sick? 
Will Fortune never come with both hands fall. 
Bat write her fair words still in foulest leiten? 
She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 
Such are the poor, in health; or eise a feast, 
And takes away the stomach, — such are the xich, 
That have abundance , and enjoy it not 
I should rejoice now at this happy news; 
And now my sight falls , and my brain is giddy : — 
mel come near me; now I am mach ilL [Falls hact, 

P, Bumph, Comfort, your majesly ! 

Cla. my royal fatherl 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer ap yourself , look ap. 

War. Be patient, princes; yoa do know, these fitt 
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Are with bis higlmess yery ordinaiy 

Stand from him, give him air; he'U straight be well. 

Cla. No, no, he camiot long hold out these pangs: 
Th' incessant care and labour of bis mind 
Hatb wrougbt tbe mure, that sbould confine it iu, 
So thin, that life looks througb, and will break out. 

P, Humph. Tbe people fear me; for they do observe 
Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature: 
The seasonB change their manners , as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap'd them over. 

Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 
And the old folk, time's doting chronicles, 
Say it did so a little time before 
That our great-grandsire, Edward, sick'd and died. 

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 

P. Humph, This apoplex will certain be bis end. 

K, Hen, I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Into some other Chamber: softly, pray. 

[lliey place the King cm a hed; a change ofscene 
hemg supposed here, 
Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends; 
Unless some dull and favourable band 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

War. Call for the music in the other room. 

K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

Cla. His eye is hoUow, and he changes much. 

War. Less noise, less noise! 

Ikiter Prince HsNEr. 

P. Hen. Who saw the Duke of Clarence? 

Cla. I am here, brother, fiiU of heaviness. 

P. Hen. How now! rain within doors, and none abroad! 
How doth the king? 

P. Humph. Ezceeding ill. 

P. Hen. Heard he 

The good uews yet ? tell't him. 
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P. Humph. He alter*d much 

Upon the hearing it. 

P. Hen, If he be sick 

With joy, he will recover without physic. 

War. Not 80 much noise, my lords: — sweet prince, 
speak low; 
The king your father is dispos^d to sleep. 

Cla, Lei us withdraw into the other room. 

War, Will't please your grace to go along with us? 

P, Hm, No; I will sit and watch here by the king. 

[Exeunt all except P. Henry. 
Why doth the crown lie there upon hie pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow? 
poUsh'd perturbationi golden care! 
That keep*8t the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night! — sleep with it now! 
Yet not 80 sound and half so deeply sweet 
As he whose brow with homely biggen bound 
Snores out the watch of night. majesty ! 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rieh armour wom in heat of day, 
That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather which stirs not: 
Did he suspire, that light and weighüess down 
Perforce must move. — My gracious lord! my father! — 
This sleep is sound indeed; this is a sleep, 
That £rom this golden rigol hath divorc'd 
So many English kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood, 
Which nature , love , and filial tendemess , 
Shall, dear father, pay thee plenteously: 
My due £rom thee is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate £rom Öiy place and blood, 
Derives itself to me. Lo , here it sits, — 

[P^ting it on his heacL \ 

Which God shall gnard: and put the world's whole strength 
Into one glant arm, it shall not force 
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This lineal hononr from me: this from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. [ExiL 

K, Hen. Warwick! Gloster! Clarence! 

Rezenter Wabwick and the rest, 

Cla. Doth the king call? 

War, What would your majesly? how £ares your grace? 
K. Hen. Wbj did jou leave me here alone, my lords? 
Cl(L We left the prince my brother here, my liege , 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

K. Hen, The Prince of Wales 1 Where is he? let me see 
him: 
He is not here. 

War. This door is open; he is gone this way. 

P, Humph, He came not through the Chamber where we 

stay'd. 
K, Hen, Where is the crown? who took it from my pillow? 
War, When we withdrew, my liege , we left it here. 

K, Hen, The prince hath ta*en it hence: — go, seek him 
out. 
Is he so hasly, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death? — 
Find him, my Lord of Warwick; chide him hither. 

[Exit Warwick. 
This part of bis conjoins with my disease, 
And helps to end me. — See, sons, what things you are! 
How quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her object! 
For this the foolish over-carefdl fathers 
Have broke their sleeps with thought, their brains with care, 
Their bones with industiy; 
For this they have engross^d and pil'd up 
The canker'd heaps of strange-achiev^d gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtfiil to invest 
Their sons with arts and martial exercises: « 

When, like the bee, culling ftom every flower 
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The virtuous sweets , 

Our thighs with waz, our mouths with honey pack*d, 

We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, 

Are murder'd for our pains. This bitter taste 

Yield bis engrossments to the ending father. 

Re-enter Warwick. 
Now, where is he that will not staj so long 
Till bis friend sickness hath determin'd me? 

War, My lord, I fonnd the prince in the nezt room , 
Washing with kindly tears bis genüe cheeks; 
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow, 
That lyranny, which never quaff'd but blood, 
Woold, hy beholding bim, bave wasb'd bis knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is Coming hither. 

K, Hen. Bat wherefore did he take awaj the crown? 

Re-enter Prince Henbt. 
Lo , where he comes. — Come hither to me , Harry. — 
Depart the Chamber, leave ns here alone. 

[Exeunt all except K. Hen. and P, Hen. 

P. Hen. I never thought to bear you speak again. 

K. Hen, Thy wish was father, Harry y to that thought: 
1 stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair, 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe? foolish youth! 
Thou seek*st the greatness that will oyerwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my doud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 
Thou hast stoFn that which, affcer some few hours, 
Were thine without offence ; and at my death 
Thou hast seal'd up my ezpectation: 
Thy life did manifest tiiou loved^st me not, 
And thou wilt bave me die assur'd of it. 
Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony beart. 
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To Stab at half an hour of my life. 
What! canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then, get thee gone, and dig my grave thjself ; 
And bid the merrj bells ring to thine ear, 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse 
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head: 
Only Compound me with forgotten dust; 
Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees; 
For now a time is come to mock at form: — 
Harry the Pifth is crown'd : — up , vanity ! 
Down, royal State I all you sage counsellors, hencel 
And to the English court assemble now, 
From eveiy region, apes of idlenessl 
Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum: 
Have you a raffian that will swear, drink, dance, 
Bevel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more ; 
England shall double-gild bis treble guilt, — 
England shall give him office, honour, might; 
For the Fifth Harry from curb'd license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint , and the wild dog 
Shall flesh bis tooth in every iunocent. 

my poor kingdom, sickwith civil blowsl 
When that my care could not withhold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 

O, thou wilt be a wildemess again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitantsi 

P. Hen, 0, pardon me, my liege 1 but for my tears, 

{Kneeling, 
The moist impediments unto my speech , 

1 bad forestall^d this dear and decp rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had spoke , and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown; 
And He that wears the crown immortally 

11* 
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Long guard it yours ! If I aflfect it more 

Than as your honour and as your renown, 

Let me no more from thiB obedlence rise , — 

Which mj most inward trae and duteouB spirit 

Teacheth, — thiB prostrate and exterior bending! 

God witness with me, when I here came in, [Rismg. 

And found no couree of breath within your majesty, 

How cold it strack my heart! If I do feign, 

0, let me in my present wildness die , 

And never live to show th' incredulous world 

The noble change that I have purposöd! 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, — 

And dead almost, my liege, to think you were, — 

1 spake mito the crown as having sense, 

And thus upbraided it: ^^The care on thee dependlng 

Hath fed upon the body of my f ather ; 

Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of gold: 

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious, 

Preserving lifo in medicine potable; 

But thou, most fine, most honour'd, most renown*d. 

Hast eat thy bearer up." Thus, my most royal liege, 

Accusing it, I put it on my head, 

To try with it — as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder'd my father — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy, 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; 

If any rcbel or vain spirit of mine 

Did with the least affection of a welcome 

Give entertainment to the might of it, — 

Let God for ever keep it &om my head, 

And make me as the poörest vassal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it! 

K, Hen. my son, 
God put it in thy mind to take it hence , 
That thou mightst win the more thy father^s love, 
Pleading so wisely in ezcuse of it! 
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I Gome hither , Harry, sit thoa bj my bed; 
I And hear, I think, ihe vezy lotest comiBel 
I That ever I shall breathe. Gk>d knowB , mj son » 
I By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways 
I met tbis crown; and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head: 
To thee it sball descend with better qoiet, 
Better opinion, better confirmation; 
For all tiie soll of the achieTement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem'd in me 
Bat as an honoor snateh'd with boisterous band; 
And I had many Uving to upbraid 
My gaÜL of it by their asBistances ; 
Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 
Woundmg suppos^d peace: all these bold fean 
Thou see'st witii penl I haye answer^d; 
For all my reign hath been bat as a scene 
Acting that argament: and now my death 
Changes the mode; for what in me was purchas'd, 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort; 
So thoa the garland wear*8t saceessively. 
Yet, though thou standest more sure than I coold do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since gxiefs are green; 
And all my foes, which thou must make thy friends, 
Have bot their stiogs and teeth newly ta*en out; 
By whose feil working I was first advanc'd, 
And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displac'd: which to avoid, 
I cut some off, and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land , 
Lest rest and lying still might make them look 
Too near unto my State. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds 
Whh foreign quarreis; that action, hence bome out, 
liay waste the memoiy of the former days. 
More would I, bnt my lungs are wasted so, 
Tbat strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
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How I came by the crowii, O God forgive; 
And grant it may with thee in trae peace live! 

P. Hen, My gracioos liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me ; 
Then piain and right must my possession be: 
Which I with more than with a common pain 
'Gainst all the world will rightMly maintain. 

K. Hen, Look, look , here comes my John of Lancaster. 

Enier Prince John of Lancaster , Wabwick , Lords , and others, 

P. John, Health, peace, and happiness to my royal father I 
K, Hen, Thou bringest me happiness and peace, son John ; 

But health, alack, with yonthful ynngs is flown 

From this bare wither'd trank: upon thy sight, 

My worldly business makes a period. — 

"Where is my Lord of Warwick? 

P. Hen, My Lord of Warwick I 

K, Hen, Doth any name particular belong 

Unto the lodging where I first did swoon? 
War, 'Tis call'd Jerusalem, my noble lord. 
K. Hen, Land be to Gk)dl — even there my life must end. 

It hath been prophesied to me many years, 

I should not die but in Jerusalem; 

Which vainly I suppos'd the Holy Land: — 

But bear me to that Chamber; there 1*11 lie; 

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. [Exeunt, 

ACT V. 
ScBNB I. Gloucestershire, A hau in Shallow's house. 

Enter Shaixow, Falstaff, Babdolph, and Page. 

Shal, By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away to-night. 
— What, Davy, I say! 

Fol, You must excuse me , Master Robert Shallow. 

ShaL. I will not excuse you; you shaü not be excused; 
excuses shall not be admitted; there is no excuse shall serve; 
you shall not be excused. — Why, Davyl 
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Enter Davt. 

Davy, Here, sir. 

Skal. Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, — let me see, Davy; let 
me see, Davy; let me see: — yea, marry, Wilüam cook, bid 
him come hither. — Sir John, you shall not be ezeused. 

JJaoy. Marry, sir, thus; Üiose precepts cannot be served: 
and again, sir, — shall we sow the headland with wheat? 

Shal. With red wheat, Daiy. Bat for William cook: — 
are there no yonng pigeons? 

Davy. Yes, sir. — Here is now the smith's note for shoeing 
and plough-irons. 

Shcd, Let it be cast, and paid. — Sir John, you shall not 
be excnsed. 

Davy, NoV, sir, a new link to the bücket must needs be 
had: — and, sir, do you mean to stop any of William's wages, 
about the sack he lost the other day at Hinckley fair? 

Shal, 'A shall answer it. — Some pigeons, Davy, a couple 
of short-legged hens, a Joint of mutton, and any pretty lititle 
tiny kickshaws, teil William cook. 

Davy, Doth the man of war stay all night, sir? 

ShcU, Yea, Davy. I will use him well: a friend i* the 
court is better than a penny in purse. Use bis men well, 
Davy; for they are arrant knaves, and will backbite. 

Davy, No worse than they are backbitten, sir; for they 
have marvellous foul linen. 

ShcU. Well conceited, Davy: — about thy business, Davy. 

Davy. I beseechyou, sir, to countenance William Visor 
of Wincot against Clement Perkes of the hül. 

Sh€d, There are many complaints, Davy, against that 
Visor: that Visor is an arrant knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy, I grant your worship that he is a knave, sir; but 
yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should have some counte- 
nance at bis friend's request. An honest man, sir, is able to 
speak for himself , when a knave is not I have served your 
worship truly, sir, this eight years; and if I cannot once or 
twice in a quarter bear out a knave agaiost an honest man, 
I have but a veiy little credit with your worship. The knave 



168 SBOOND PABT OF [aoTV. 

is mine honest friend, sir; therefore, I beseech your worship, 
let him be countenanced. 

Shal, Go to; I say he shall have no wrong. Look about, 
Davy. [Exil Davy.j Where are you, Sir John? Come, come, 
come, off with your boots. — Give me your band, Master 
Bardolph. 

Bard, I am glad to see your worsbip. 

ShaL I thank thee with all my heart, kind Master Bar- 
dolph: — [To tke Page] and welcome , my tall fellow. — Come, 
Sir John. 

Fal. I'U follow you, good Master Robert Shallow. [Exit 
ShcUlow.] Bardolph, look to our horses. [ExeurU Bardolph 
and Page,] If I were sawed into quantities, I should make 
four dozen of such bearded hermits'-staves as Master Shallow. 
It is a wonderful thing to see the semblable coherence of bis 
men's spirits and bis: they, by observing of him, do bear 
themselves like foolish justices; he, by conversing with them, 
is tumed into a justice-like serving-man: their spirits are so 
married in eonjunction with the participatLon of sodety, that 
they flock together in concent, like so many wild-geese. If I 
had a suit to Master Shallow, I would hnmour bis men with 
the Imputation of being near their master: if to bis men, I 
would curry with Master Shallow, that no man could better 
command lus servants. It is certain that either wise bearing 
or Ignorant carriage is caught, as men take diseases, one of 
another: therefore let men take heed of their Company. I 
will devise matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince 
Harry in continual laughter the wearing-out of six fashions, 
— which is four terms, or two actions, — and 'a shall laugh 
without intervallums, , it is much that a lie with a sligbt 
oath, and a jest with a sad biow, will do with a fellow that 
never had the ache in bis Shoulders! 0, you shall see him 
laugh tili bis face be like a wet doak ill laid up I 

ShaL [wühin] Sir John I 

Fal. I come, Master Shallow; I come, Master Shallow. 

[Exit, 
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SoiHS n. WetiaansUr. A room m th9paimo$. 

ErUer^ seseraüy^ Wabwigx and tke Lord ChiefJastio«, 

War, How now, mj lord chief-justice! whither awny ? 

Ch: Just. How doth the king? 

TFar. £xceediiig well; hia carea are now all ended. 

Ch, Just. I hope , not dead. 

War. He's walk'd the way of natun« ; 

And, to our purposes, he Uvea no more. 

Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call'd me with him : 
The Service that I troly did his life 
Hath left me open to «dl ii^juries. 

War. Indeed I think the youug king loyea you not 

Ch. Just. I know he doth not; and do arm myself 
To welcome the condition of the time; 
Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I liave drawn it in my fantasy. 

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry ; 
, that the Hying Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three genÜemen! 
How many nobles then shoold hold their placea, 
That most strike aail to spixita of vile aorti 

Ch. Just. Gk>d, I fear all will be overtum'dl 

Enter Fiinee Jomi, Prince Huiipbbb7, Duke of CmuMfOKi 

WssTMOBBLAHD, and others, 

P. John. Gk>od moiTOw, conain Warwick, good morrow. 

^^ ^ } Qood morrow, conain. 

P, John. We meet like men that had forgot to apeak. 
War, We do remember; bot our argument 

la aJl \xiO heayy to admii maöh talk. 

P.Jcihn. WeOfpeacebewitfa him that bathmadeuaheavyl 

CSLJust. Peaeebewitfana, leatwebehearierl 

J* fltoRpA. O, good my lord, joaVe loat a friend Indeed; 

And I dare awear yoa boirow not lliat face 

Of ■ecming aonow, — it Ja aue yoor own. 
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P. John, Though no man be assur'd what grace to find , 
You stand in coldest expectation : 
I am the sorrier; would *twere otherwise. 

Cla, Well, you must now speak Sir John Palstaff fair; 
Whlch Bwims against your stream of quality. 

Ch. Just, Sweet princes, what I did, I did in honour, 
Led by th' impartial conduct of my soul; 
And never shall you see that I will beg 
A ragg^d and forestall'd remission. 
If truth and uprigbt innocency fall me , 
I'll to the king my master that is dead, 
And teil him who hath sent me affcer him. 

War. Here comes the prince. 

Enter King Henby thb Fifth , attended, 

Ch, Just. Good morrow; and God save your majesty! 

King. This new and gorgeous garment , majesty, 
Sits not so easy on me as you think. — 
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear: 
This is the English, not the Turkish court; 
Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds , 
But Harry Harry. Yet be sad , good brothers , 
For, by my faith, it very well becomes you: 
Sorrow so royally in you appears , 
That I will deeply put the fashion on, 
And wear it in my heart: why, then, be sad; 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
Than a Joint bürden laid upon us all. 
For me, by heaven, I bid you be assur*d, 
I'll be your father and your brother too ; 
Let me but bear your love , I'll bear your cares; 
Yet weep that Hairy's dead; and so will I; 
But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears, 
By number, into hours of hapniness. 

Cla, 1 

P. John, > We hope no other from your majesly. 

P. Humph.) 



r 



8CKSKU.] KING HEKRY IV. 171 

King, Yon all look strangely on me: — and you most; 

[To ihe Chief' Justice. 
Yon are, I think. assnr'd I love you not. 

du Just, I am assur'd, if I be measurM righüy , 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 
ISng, No! 

How might a piince of my great hopes forget 

So great indignities you laid upon me? 

What! rate, rebuke, and rougbly send to prison 

Th' immediate heir of England! Was this easy ? 

May this be wash'd in Letiie and forgotten? 

Ck. Just I then did use the person of your father; 

The image of bis power lay then in me: 

And in th' administration of bis law, 

Whiles I was busy for the Commonwealth, 

Your highness pleas^d to forget my place, 

The majesty and power of law and justice, 

The image of the king whom I presented^ 

And Struck me in my very seat of judgment; 

Whereon, as an offender to your father, 

I gaye bold way to my authorily. 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Be yon contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a son set your decrees at naught, 

To pluck down justice from your awfiil bench, 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 

That goards the peace and safety of your person , 

Kay, more , to spum at your most royal image , 
And mock your workings in a second body. 

Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours; 

Be now the father, and propose a son; 

Hear your own dignity so much profan*d , 

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 

Behold yourself so by a son disdain*d; 

And then imagine me taking your part. 

And, in your power, so silencing your son: 

Afiter this cold considerance, sentence me; 
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And , aa you are a hing , epeak in jom state , 
WhatI have done that miabecame my place, 
My peraon, or my liege's Boveteignty. 

King. Yoa are rigbt, justice, aad you weigh this well; 
Hicrefore elill beat the balance and tiie sword: 
Aud I do irish your lioaours may increaBe, 
Till yoa do Uto to see a »on of mine 
üfFend yon, and obey yon, as I did. 
So ahall I live to speak my fatber'e worda: 
"Uappy am I, that have a man so bold 
That dareo do justice onmy proper son; 
And not lese happy, having auch a eon 
That would deliver up hia greatueaa so 
Int<i tha handa of juatäce." — Yoa did commit me; 
Foi wbich, I do commit into your band 
Tb' unetainäd eword that you have ua'd to beai; 
Wi(b thia remembrance , — that you uee the aame 
Witliüie like bold, juat, andimpardai apiiit 
Ab yoa bave done 'gainst me. There is my band. 
You ahall be ae a tather to my youth: 
My voice shall sound aa you do prompt mine ear; 
And I will stoop and humble my intents 
To yow well-practis'd wiae directions. — 
And, princes all, belicve me, I beseech you; ~ 
My father is gone wild Into his grave, 
For in hia tomb tie my affectiona; 
.4nd wiüi his apiiit aadiy I aurrive, 
Tomock the eipectationof the World, 
To frustrate prophsciea, and to raze ont 
Rotten Dpinion, who hath writ me down 
After my aeeming. The Ude of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow'd in vanify tdU now : 
Now doth it tum, and ebb back to tlte eea, 
Where it ahall mingle witli the itate of flooda, 
Aiid flow henceforth i» forma! majeaty. 
Now etil we onr high court of parliament : 
And l«t na obooae auch limba of noble connadj 
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That tbe great body of our state may go 
In equal rank with the beet-goveni'd nation ; 
That war, or peace, or both at once , may be 
As things acquainted and familiär to us; 
In which you, father, shall have foremost band. 

[To Ihe Lord Chief- Justice» 
Oor coronation done , we will accite , 
As I before remember'd, all our state: 
And) God consigning to my good inteuts, 
No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say, 
Gk>d shorten Harry's happy life one dayl [Exeunt, 

ScENB m. Gloucesiershire. The garden of Shallow*s house. 

Enier Falstaff, Shallow, Silbncb, Babdolfh, the Page, 

and Davt. 

Shal. Nay, you shall see mine orchard, where, in an 
arbour , we will eat a last year's pippin of my own graffing, 
with a dish of caraways, and so foröi: — come, cousin Si- 
lence: — and then to bed. 

Fol, 'EoreGod,you have here a goodly dwelling and a rieh. 
Shal, Banken, harren, harren; beggars all, b^ggars all, 
Sir John: — marry, good air. — Spread, Davy; spread, 
Davy: well said, Davy. 

FaL This Davy serves you for good uses; he is your 
serving-man and your husband. 

Shal, A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good varlet, 
Sir John: — by the mass, I have drunk too much sack at 
Bupper: — a good varlet. Now sit down, now sit down: -~ 
come, cousin. 

Sil. Ah, sh-rah! quoth-a, — we shall 

Do noiMng but eatj and make good cheer, [Singing, 
Andpraise God for the merry year; 
When flesh is cheap and females dear^ 
And lusty lads roam here and ihere 

So merrily^ 
And ever-among so meiTÜy. 
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Fol, There*s a merry heart! — Good Master Silence) I'll 
give 70U a health for that anon. 

Shal, Give Master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 
Davy, Sweet sir, sit; TU be witli you anon; most sweet 
sir, sit. — Master page, good master page, sit. [Bord, and Page 
8Ü at another table,] — Proface! What you want in meat, we'll 
have in drink: but you must bear; — the heart's all. [Exil. 
Shal, Be merry, Master Bardolph; — and, my little sei' 
dier there, be merry. 

Sä, Be merry ^ he merry ^ my voife has all; [Singing. 

For toomen are shrews, both skort and fall: 
'Tis merry in hall tohen beards wag all, 

And welcome merry Skrove-tide. 
Be merry y be metry, Sfc, 
Fol, I did not think Master Silence had been a man of 
this mottle. 

Sil, Who, I? I have been merry twice and once ere now. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. There 's a dish of leather-coats for you. 

[Setting them before Bardolph. 
Shal, Davy, — 

Davy, Your worship? — [J'o Bardolph] TU be with yoa 
straight. — A cup of wine, sir? 

Sä» A cup ofwine that's brisk and fine, [Singing, 

And drink unto the leman mine; 
And a merry heart lives long-a, 
Fol. Well Said, Master Silence. 

Sä, And we shall be merry; — now comes in the sweet 
0' the night. 

Fol, Health and long life to you, Master Silence! 

Sä, Fill the cup, and let it come; [Singing, 

ril pledge you a mäe to the bottom. 
Shal, Honest Bardolph, welcome: if thou wantest any 
thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy heart. — [Tothe Page] 
Welcome, my little tiny thief, and welcome indeed too. — > 
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V^ 1*11 drink to Master Bardolph, and to all the cavaleroes aboul 
f London. 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 
Bord. An I might see you there, Davj, — 
Shal, By the masB, jou^ll crack a quart together, — ha! 
will you not, Master Bardolph? 
Bord, Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Shal. By God*B liggens, I thank thee: — the knave will 
stick by thee, I can assure thee that: 'a will not out; he is 
true bred. 

Bard, And 111 stick by him, sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing: be 
merry. [Knockmg toühin,] Look who's at door there, ho! 
who knocks? [Exä Davy, 

Fol, Why, now you have done me right 

[To Säeneej who hasjust drunk a bumper. 
Sil, Dome rights [Smging. 

And dub me hnighi: 
Scanmgo, 
Is't not so? 
Fol. 'Tis so. 
Sil. Is*t so? Why, then, say an old man can do somewhat 

Re-enter Davy. 
Davy, An't please your worship , there's one Pistol come 
from the coort with news. 

Fol. From the courti let him come in. 

Enter Fistol. 
How now, Pistol! 

FisL Sir John, God save you! 

Fol. What wind blew you hither, Pistol? 

Pisi. Not the ill wind which blows no man to good. — 
Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greatest men in the 
realm. 

Sil. By*r lady, I think 'a be, but goodman Pu£P of Barson, 

Pisi. Puff! 
Paff in thy teeth, most recreant coward basel -« 
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Sir John, I am thj Pistol and thy friend, 
And helter-skelter have I rode to thee; 
And tidings do I bring, and Incky joys , 
And golden times, and happy news of price. 

Fol. I praj theei now, deliver them like a man of this 
World. 

PisL A foutra for the world and worldlings base ! 
I speak of A£rica and golden joys. 

Fol. base Assyrian knight, what is thy news? 
Let King Cophetoa know the tnith thereof. 

Sil. And Rolm Hood^ Scarlet, and John. [Singmg. 

Pist Shall dnnghill cnrs confront the Helicons? 
And shall good news be baffled? 
Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies' lap. 

Shal. Honest genüeman, I know not your breeding. 

PisU Why, then, lament thereföre. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir: — if , sir, you come with news 
from the conrt, I take it there 's bat two ways, — either to 
utter them, or to conceal them. I am, sir, under the king, in 
some authoiity. 

Pist. Under which king, besonian? speak, or die. 

Shal. Under King Hany. 

Pist. Harry the Pourth? or Pifth? 

Shal. Harry the Pourth. 

Pist. A foutra for thine office! — 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king; 
Harry the Pifth's the man. I speak the truth: 
When Pistol lies, do this; and üg me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fol. What, is the old king dead? 

Pist. As nail in door: the things I speak are just 

Fol. Away, Bardolph! saddle my horse. — Master fie- 
bert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in the land, 'üs 
thine. — Pistol, I will double-charge thee with dignities. 

Bord. O joyful day I — 
I would not take a knighthood for my fortune. 

Pist. What, I do bring good news? 
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Fol. Carry Master Silence to bed. — Master Shallow, mj 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt; I am fortone's Steward. 
Get on thy boots: we'll ride all night. — O sweet Pistolt — 
Awajy Bajrdolph! [Exü Bord.] — Come, Pistol, utter more 
to me; and, withal, devise something to do thyself good. — 
Boot, boot, Master Shallow: I know the young klng is sick 
f(v me. Let ns take any man's horses; the laws of England 
are at my commandment, Blessed are they that have been 
my fieiends; and woe to my lord chief-justicel 

Pist. Let Yultures vile seize on bis lungs also ! 
"Where is the lifo that hite I led?" say they: 
Why, here it is; — welcome this pleasant dayl [Exeuni. 

ScENB IV. London. A street, i 

Enter Beadles, draggmg in Hostess and Doll Tsabshebt. 

Host. No, thou arrant knave; I would to God that I 
might die, that I might have thee hanged: thou hast drawn 
mj Shoulder out of Joint. 

First Bead, The oonstables have delivered her over to me; 
and she shaU have whipping-cheer enough, I Warrant her: 
there hath been a man or two lately kiUed about her. 

DoL Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; TU teil 
thee what, thou damned tripe-idsaged rascal, an the child I 
go with do miscarry, thou wert better thou hadst strack thy 
mother, thou paper*faced viUain. 

. HosL the Lord, that Sir John were comel he would 
make this.a bloody day to somebody. But I pray God the 
fruit of her womb miscarry ! 

First Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of cushions 
again; you have but eleven now. Come, I Charge you both 
go with me; for the man is dead that you and Plstol beat 
among^ you. 

DoL I'll teil thee what, thou thin man in a censer, I will 
have yon as soundly swinged for this, — you blue-bottle 
rog^e^ you fUthy famished correctioner, if you be not swinged, 
1 *11 forswear haif-kirtles. 

Shakenpewr^. II J. 12 
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- Hrst Bead. Come , come , you she knight-errant , come. 

Ho8i, God, that right should thus overcome mlghtt 
Well, of su£ferance comes ease. 

Dol. Come, you rogue, come^ bring me to a justice. 

Host, Ay, oome, you stanred bloodhound. 

DoL Groodman death, goodman bonesl 

Host, Thou atomy, thoul 

DoL. Come, you thin tbing; come, you rascal. 

First Bead. Very well. [Exeunt, 

ScENB y . A public place near Westminster Abhey, 

Enter three Grooms, strewing rushes, 

First Groom. More rushes , more rusbes. 
S^. Groom, Tbe trumpets have sounded twice. 
Third Groom. 'Twill be two o'clock ere tbey come from 
thc coronation. 

First Groom, Dlspatcb , dlspatch. [ExeunL 

Enter Falbtaff, Shallow, Pistol, Babdolph, and the Page. 

Fol, Stand bere by me, Master Robert Sballow; I will 
make the king do you grace: I will leer upon bim as 'a 
comes by; and do but mark the countenance that he will 
give me. 

Pist, God bless tby lungs, good knight 

Fcd. Come here, Pistol; stand behind mel — [To Shallotb] 
0, if I had had time to have made new liveries, I would have 
bestowed tbe thousand pound I borrowed of you. But 'tis no 
matter; this poor sbow doth better: this doüi infer the zeal 
I had to see bim; — 

Shal, It doth 80. 

FaL It showB my eamestness of affection, — 

Shal, It doth 80. 

Fol, My doYOtion, — 

Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fol, As it were, to ride day and night; and not to deli- 
berate , not to remember, not to have patience to shift me , — 

Sliäl, It is most certain. 



BCSSSY.] KING HENBT IV. 179 

Fol. Bat to stand stained with trayel, and sweating with 
deaire to eee him; thinking of nothing eise, putting all affairs 
eise in oblivion, as if there were no^hing eise to be done bat 
to Bse him. 

Pist. 'Tis semper idem^ för dbsque hoc nikU est: 'tis all in 
eveiy part. 

Shal, 'Tis so, indeed. 

Piat, My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver. 
And make tiiee rage. 

Thy Doli, and Helen of thy noble thoaghts, 
Is in base darance and contagious prison; 
Hal'd thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand: — 
Bonse up re^enge from ebon den with feil Alecto's snake, 
For Doli is in. Pistol speaks naught bat tnith. 

JBcd, I will delirer her. 

[Shauts voWim^ and ihe trumpets sound, 

Pist. There roar'd tiie sea, and tnunpet-clangor soands. 

EMer ihe King and his TVoin, Ihe Lord Chief-Jostice among 

them, 

Fol, God save thy grace, King Hai! my royal Hall 

Pist. The heavens tiiee goard and keep , most royal imp 

of fame! 

Fol. GU)d save thee,my sweetboy! 

King. My lord chief-jastice, speak to that vain man. 

Ch. Just. Have yon yoar wits? know you what 'tis you 
speiJc? 

Fol. My king! my Joref I speak to thee, my hearti 

King. I know thee not, old man: faU to thy prayers; 
How ill white hairs become a föol and jester! 
1 have long dream'd of such a kind of man, 
So sarfeit-sweU'd, so old, and so profane; 
Bat, being awake, I do despise my dream. 
Make less thy body, henee, and more thy grace; 
Lieave gonnandiidng; know the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for etiler moQ. ^— 

12» 
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Beply not to me with a fool-bom jest: 

Presume not that I am the thing I was; 

For GUmI doth know, so shall the world peiceive, 

That I hare tam'd away mj former seif; 

So will I those that kept me i^ompanj. 

When thon dost hear I am as I have been, 

Approach me, and thon shalt be as thou wast, 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots: 

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death, — 

As I have done the rest of mj misleaders, — 

Not to come near our person by ten mile. 

For competence of lifo I will allow jou, 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil: 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves, 

We will, according to yoor strength and qnalities, 

Give you advancement. — Be 't yonr Charge, my lord, 

To see perform'd the tenout of our word. — 

Set on. [Exeunt King and Ms Tram. 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound. 

Shal, Yea, marry, Sir John; which I beseech you to let 
me have home with me. 

FaL That can hardly be, Master Shallow. Do not you 
giieve at this; I shall be sent for in private to him: look you, 
he must seem thus to the world: fear not your advancement; 
I will be the man yet that shall make you great. 

Shal. I cannot perceive how, — unless you give me your 
doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I beseech you, good 
Sir John, let me have five hundred of my thousand. 

FaL Sir, I will be as good as my word: this that you 
heard was but a colour. 

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir John. 

Fal. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner: — come, 
Lieutenant Pistol; — come, Bardolph: — I shall be sent for 
soon at night. 

Re-enter Prince John, the Lord Chief- Justice, Officers, j-c. 

Ch. Just. Go , carry Sir John Falstaff to the Fleet; 
Take all bis Company along with him. 



I 
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Fol. M7 lord , my lord , — 

Ch, Just. I cannot now speak: I will hear yon soon. — 
Take them away. 

PisL Se fortima mi tormenta^ lo spercart mi conienta. 

[Exeunt Fcdstaff^ ShaUoWyPisiol^ Bardolph^ 
and Page, toith Officers. 

P. John. I Uke fhiB fair pTOceeding of the king's : 
He faath intent bis wonted followen 
Shall all be very well provided for; 
But all are baoish'd tiU their oonversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just. And so they are. 

P. John. The king hath call'd bis parliament, my lord. 

Ch. Just. He bath. 

P. John. I will lay odds tbaf , ere tbis year expire , 
We bear our civil swords and native fire 
As far as France: I beard a bird so sing, 
Wbose mnsiC) to my tbinking, pleas'd tbe king. 
Come, will you bence? [ExevnL 

EPILOGUE. 

Spähen hy a Dancer. 

First my fear; tben my court'sy ; last my speeeb. My fear 
is, yonr displeasure; my coort'sy, my duty; and my speeeb, 
to beg your pardons. Jf you look for a good speeeb now, 
you tmdo me: for wbat 1 bave to say is of mine own making; 
and wbat indeed I sbonld say will, I doubt, prove mine own 
marring. But to tbe purpose, and so to tbe venture. — Be it 
known to you, — as it is very well, — I was lately bere in tbe 
end of a displeasing play, to pray your patience for it, and to 
promise you a better. I did mean, indeed, to pay you with 
tbis; wbicb, if, like an ill venture, it come unluckily bome, I 
break, and you, my genüe creditors, lose. Here I promised 
you I would be, and bere I commit my body to your mercies: 
bäte me some, and I will pay you some, and, as most debtors 
do, promise you infinitely. 
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If my tongiie cannot entreat you to acquit me , will you 
command me to use my legs? and yet that were but light 
payment, — to dance out of your debt. Bat a good conBcience 
will make auy possible satLsfaction, and so will I. All the 
gentlewomen here have forgiven me: if the gentlemen will 
not, then the gentlemen do not agree with the gentlewomen, 
which was never seen before in such an assembly. 

One Word more , I beseech you. If you be not too mach 
cloyed with fat meat, our humble author will continue the 
story, with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair 
Katharine of France: where, for any thing I know, Falstaff 
shall die of a sweat, unless already 'a be kiUed with your 
hard opinions; for Oldcastle died ia miartyr, and this is not 
the man. My tongue is weary ; when my legs are too , I will 
bid you good night; and so kneel down before you; — but, 
indeed, to pray for the queen. 
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Duke of Burgundy. 
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SCSNE — During the earlier part qf the play in England y öfter - 
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Bnter Chorus. 

CJior. O for a Muse of fire , that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of inventiou, — 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act , 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 
Then shonld the warlike Harry, like himself , 
Assnme the port of Mars; and at bis heels, 
Leash'd-in like hoimdsy shonld famine, sword, and fire, 
Cronch for empleyment. But pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unrais^d spirits that bare dar'd 
On this nnwortbj scaffold to bring forth 
3o great an objeet: can this cockpit hold 
The vasly fields of France? or maj we crem 
Within this wooden the rery casqnes 
That did affiright the air at Agincoort? 
O, pardoni since a crook^ fignre may 
Attest in litüe place a million; 
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 
On your imaginary forces work. 
Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies, 
Whose high-uprear^d and abutting £ront8 
The perilous narrow ocean parts asnnder: 
Piece-ont onr imperfections with yonr thonghts; 
luto a thonsand parts divide one man, 
And make imaginary puissance; 
Think, when we talk of horses, that you sec them 
Printing their prond hoofs i' the receiving earth; — 
For 'las your thonghts that now mnst deck our kings, 
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times, 
Turning th' accomplishment of many years 
Into an honr-glass: for the whichsupply, 
Admit me Chorus to this histoiy; 
Who, prologue-like, your humble patlence pray, 
C^ently to bear , kindly to judge , our play. 

[ExiU 
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ACT I. 
ScBfs I. London, An ante-ckamber in ihe ELing's ptUace, 

Enier (he Arcbbishop of Caxtibbubt and (he Bishop of £lt. 

CanL Mj lord , 1*11 teU 70a , — that seif biU h nrg'd , 
Wliich in th' elerenth jear of the last king's reign 
Was like, and had indeed against ns pass'd, 
Bat that the scambling and unquiet timc 
Did pnsh it out of fiirtiier question. 

Ely, Bathow, mj lord, shall weresistitnow? 

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against ns , 
We lose the better half of our possessions; 
For all the temporal lands , which men devout 
By testament have given taihe church, 
Wonid thej strip 60m ns; being vala*d thos, — 
As mach as wonld maintain, to the king's honoor, 
Fall fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights, 
Siz thousand and two hundred good esquires; 
And, to relief of lazars and weak age, 
Of indigent faint souls past corporal toll, 
A hundred almshouses right weil suppUed; 
And to the coffers of the king, beside, 
A thousand pounds bj th' year: thus runs the bilL 

Ely, This would drink deep. 

Cant, *Twould drink the cup and idL 

Ely, Bat what prevention? 

Cant. The klag is fiill of grace and JGEur regard. 

Ely, And a true loTor of the holy church. 

Cant. The conrses of his youth promis'd it not 
The breath no sooner left his father's body, 
Bat that his wildness, mortified in him, 
Seem'd to die too; yea, at that very moment, 
Consideration, like an angel, came, 
And whipp'd tib* offending Adam out of him, 
JLeaving his body as a paradise, 
T' enveiop and contain celestial spirits. 
Neyer was such a sudden scholar made; 
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Nerer came reformation in a flood, 

With such a heady current, Bcouring faulte; 

Nor never hydra-headed wilMaess 

So aoon did lose his seat, and all at once, 

Ab in this king. 

Ely. We are bless&d in the change* 

Cant Hear him bat reason in divinity, 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wish 
You would desire the king were made a prelate: 
Hear him debate of Commonwealth affairs , 
You'd say it hath been all-in-all his study: 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render*d you in mnsic: 
Tum him to any cause of policy, 
The Gk)rdian knot of it he will unloose, 
Familiär as his garter : — that, when he speaks , 
, The air, a charter'd libertine, is still, 
And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears, 
To steal his sweet and honey'd sentences; 
So that the art and practic part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theoric: 
Which is a wonder how his grace should glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courses vain; 
His companies anletter*d, rüde, and shallow; 
His hours fill'd up with riots, banquets, spoits; 
And never noted in him any study, 
Any retirement, any Sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

E^y, The strawbeny grows undemeath the nettle, 
And wholesome benies thrive and ripen best 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baser quality : 
And so the prince obscur'd his contemplation 
Under the reil of wildness; whloh| no donbt, 
Grew like the sammer grass, ßutest by night, 
Unseen , yet cresdTe in bis faculty. 

Cant It must be so; fbr mirades are eeas'd; 
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And therefore we mnst needs adndt the means 
How thioLgs are perfected. 

Ely, Bat, my good lord 

How now for mitigation of this biU 
Urg'd by the commons? Doth bis majesty 
Incline to it, or no? 

Camt, He seems indifferent; 

Or, rather, swajing more upon our part 
Than cberisbing th' exhibiters against us : 
For I have made an offer to bis majesty, — 
Upon cur splritual convocation , 
And in regard of canses now in band , 
Whicb I bave open*d to bis grace at large , 
As toucbing France , — to give a greater sinn 
Than ever at one time tbe clergy yet 
Did to bis predecessors part witiial. 

My, How did this offer seem receiv'd, my lord? 

Cant. With good acceptance of bis m^jesty ; 
Save tbat there was not time enougb to bear — 
Ab, I perceiy'd, bis grace would fain bave done — 
The severals and nnbidden passages 
Of his troe titles to some certain dukedoms, 
And, generally, to the crown and seat of France, 
Derir'd from Edward, bis great-grandfatber. 

Ely. Wbat was th' impediment tbat broke tbis off? 

Ckmt, Tbe Frencb ambassador npon tbat instant 
Crav'd aadience; — and tbe hour, I tbink , is come 
To give bim hearing: is it foor o'dock? 

Ely. It is. 

Cant. Tben go we in, to know bis embassy; 
Whicb I could, with a ready guess, dedare, 
Before the Frencbman speak a word of it. 

My. I'U wait upon yon; and I long to bear it. 

[ExeunU 
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ScEMK U. Tke same. The presenee-chamber m (he same. 

Enter King Hjssbt, Glostbr, Bedfobd, Exbteb, Wabwick, 
Wkstmobblahd , and Attendants. 

K, Hen, Where is my gradouB Lord of Canterbaiy? 

Exe. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen, Send for him, good unde. 

West. Shall we call in th' ambassador, my liege? 

K. Hen. Not yet, my consin : we wonld be resolv'd , 
Before we hear bim, of some things of weigbt, 
That task our tbongbts, conceming us and France. 

Enter the Arcbbisbop of Cahtebbubt cmd the Bisbop of Ely. 

Cant. God and bis angels goard yonr sacred tbrone , 
And make you long become it! 

K. Hen. Sure, we tbank you. 

My leamM lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And jusÜy and religiously onfold 
Why the law Salique, that tbey have in France , 
Or sbonld, or shotdd not, bar ns in our claim: 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow yoor reading, 
Or nicely Charge yönr understanding soul 
With opening titles miscreate , whose right 
Suits not in native coloors with the tmth; 
For Grod doth know how many, now in health, 
Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall indte us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our person, 
How you awake the sleeping sword of war: 
We Charge you, in tho name of Gk>d, take heed 
For never two such kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood; whose guiltless drops 
Are eyeiy oiie a woe, a sore complaint 
'Gainst him whose wrong giyes edge unto the sword 
That makes such waste in brief mortalHy. 
Uodertbiscoiguration,8peak mylord; 
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Of Blithild, which was daughter to King Clothair » 
Make daim and title to the crown of France. 
Hugh Capet also, — who osuip'd the crown 
Of Charles the doke of Lorraine, sole heir male 
Of the trae line and stock of Charles the Great , — 
To fine his title with somc show of trath , 
Though, in pure tmth, it was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himself as hdr to the Lady Lingare , 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was Üie son 
To Louis the emperor, and Louis the son 
Of Charles the Great. Abo King Louis the Tenth, 
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet, 
Could not keep quiet in his consdence, 
Wearing the crown of France, tül satisfied 
That fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother. 
Was lineal of the Ladj Ermengare , 
Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorraine: 
By the which marriage the line of Charles the Ghreat 
Was re-united to the crown of France. 
So that, as clear as is the summer's sun , 
King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet*s claim, 
King Louis his satbfaction, all appear 
To hold in right and title of the f emale : 
So do the kings of France unto this day ; 
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law 
To bar your highness daiming from the fentale; 
And ratiier choose to hide them in a net 
Than amply to imbare thdr crook^d tiües 
Usurp'd from you and your progenitors. 

K. Hen. May I with right and oonscience make this 
Claim? 

Cant. Thesinuponmyhead, dread soverdgn! 
For in the Book of Numbers is it writ, — 
When the man dies, let the inheritance 
Descend unto the daughter. Gradous lord , 
Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag; 
Look back into your mighty ancestors: 
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Gro , my dread lord , to jour great-grandsire's tomb , 
From whom you claim; invoke his warllke spirit, 
And your groat-nncle's, Edward the Black Prince, 
Who on the Freneh groond play'd a tragedy, 
Making defeat on the füll power of France, 
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling to behold bis lion's whelp 
Forage in blood of Frencb nobility. 
noble Englisb, that could entertain 
With half their forceB the fall pride of Franee, 
And let another half Btand laughing by, 
All out of work and coM fbr action I 

Ely. Awake remembrance of these YaHant dead , 
And with your puissant arm renew their feats: 
You are their heir; you sit upon their throne; 
The blood and courage that renownM them 
Buns in your veins; and my thrice-puissant liege 
Ib in the reiy May-mom of his youtii, 
Bipe for ezploits and mighty enterprises. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself , 
Afl did the former lions of your blood: 
They know your grace hatii cause and means and might 

West. So hath your highness; never king of England 
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects, 
Whose hearts bare left their bodies here in England, 
And lie payilion'd in the fields of France. 

Cant. , let their bodies follow, my dear liege, 
With blood and sword and fire to win your right: 
In aid whereof we of the spiritnalty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum 
As uever did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K. Ilen. We must not only arm t' invade the Freneh, 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Against the Seot, who will make road upon os 
With all adyantages. 
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Cant They of those marchesygracious Bovcreign, 
Shall be a wall «ufficient to defend 
Oar inland from the pilfering borderers. 

K Hen, We dp not mean the coursing snatchers only, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us; 
For yoa shall read that inj great-grandfather 
Never went with bis forces into France , 
But that the Scot on bis unfiimish'd kingdom 
Game pouiing, like the tide into a breach, 
With ample and biim fulness of bis force; 
Galling tiie gleanM land with bot assays» 
Glrding with grievons siege Castles and towns^ 
That lägland , being emply of def ence , 
Hath shook and trembled at th' ill neighbourhood. 

Cant, She hath been then mpre fear*d than hann*d, my 
liege; 
For hear her but exampled by herseif: — 
When all her chivaliy hath been in France, 
And she a mouming widow of her nobles, 
She hath herseif not only well defended 
But taken, and impounded as a stray, 
The King of Scots; whom she did send to France, 
To fill King Edward's fame with prisoner kings, 
And make her chronide as rieh with praise 
As b the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries. 

West, But there's a saying, veiy old and true , — 
'^ If that you will France win , 
Then witii Scotland first begin:" 
For once the eagle £ngland being in prey, 
To her unguarded nest the weasä Scot 
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her prlncely eggs; 
Playing the mouse in absenee of the cat, 
To spoil and havoc more than she can eat 

Exe, It follows, then, the cat must stay at home: 
Yet that is but a curst necessity, 
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Since we have locks tosafegnard necessaries, 
|'{ And pretly traps to catch the petty thieves. 
[. While that the annäd hand doth fight abroad, 
i Th* advis^d head defends itself at home ; 

For govemment, though high, and low, and lower, 
Fat into parte, doth keep in one concent, 
Congreeing in a fall and natural dose, 
Like music. 

Cant, True: therefore doth heaven divide 
The State of man in divers fdnctions, 
Setting endeavonr in continnal motion; 
To which is fix^d, as an aim or butt, 
Obedience: for so work the honey-bees; 
Greatores that, by a rule in natore, teach 
The art of order to a peopled kingdom. * 
They have a king, and oMcers of sorte: 
Where some, Uke magistrates, correct at home; 
Others^ like merchante, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like soldiers, arm^d in their stings, 
Make boot upon the smnmer's velvet buds; 
Which pillage they with meny march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor: 
Who, bosied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofis of gold; 
The civil Citizens kneading-ap the honey; 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate; 
The sad-ey'd justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o'er to ^zecutors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, — 
That many things, haviog fall reference 
To one concent, may work contrariously: 
Ab many airows, loos^d several ways, 
FI7 to one mark; 

As many several streets meet in one town; 
As many fresh streoms nm in one salt sea; 
Ab many lines dose in the dial*s centre; 

ßhaki9pmr$, JU, 13 
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So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 
End in one purpose, and be all well bome 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege. 
Divide your bappy England into fonr; 
Whereof take you one qnarter into France, 
And you withal shall make all GaUia ahake. 
If we , with thrice sacb powers left afc home , 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 
Letnabe woiried, and onr nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 

EL Hen. Call in the messengera sent from the Dauphin. 

{Exewni some Aiimdanü, 
Now are we well resoly^d; and, by God*8 help, 
And yonn, the noble Binews of onr power, 
France being ours, well bend it to onr awe, 
Or break it all to pieces: there we'll dt, 
Boling in large and ample empery 
O'er France and all her almost kingly dnkedoms, 
Or lay these bonos in an unwortby nm, 
Tombless, with no remembrance over Ihem: 
Either onr histozy shaU with fall mouth 
Speak freely of onr acts, or eise onr grave, 
Like Tnrkish mutes, shall have a tongneless month, 
Not worshipp'd with a wazen epitaph. 

EfUer Ambassadors of France ^ aUenäed, 

Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleasnre 
Of onr fair consin Dauphin; forwehear 
Your greeting is from him, not ftom. the king. 

Rrst Amb, May't please your m^esty to giye us leave 
Freely to render what we have in Charge; 
Or shall we sparingly show you far off 
The Dauphin's meaning and our embassy? 

K. Hm, We are no tyrant, but a Christian king; 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject 
As are our wretches fetter'd in our prisons; 
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Therefore with frank and with uncurb&d plainness 
Teil US the Dauphin's mind. 

Fb-st Amh. Thus, then, in few. 

Yonr highness, lately sending into France, 
Did Claim some certain dukedoms, in the light 
Of your great predecessor, King £dward the Third. 
In answer of which daim , the prince our master 
Says , that 70a savonr too mach of yoor jonth; 
And bids 70a be advis'd, there's naught in France 
That can be with a nimble galliard won; — 
Yen cannot revel into dukedoms there. 
He therefore sends jou, meeter for jour spirit, 
This tun of treasure; and, in lieu of this, ' 

Desires jou let the dukedoms that you daim 
Hear no more of joxu This the Dauphin speaks. 

K. Hen, What treasure, unde? 

Exe, Tennis-balls, mj liege. 

K, Hen. We're glad the Dauphin is so pleasant with us; 
His present and jour pains we thank you for: 
When we have match'd our rackets to thcse balls, 
We wül, in France, by God's grace , piay a set 
Shall stiike his father's crown into the hazard. 
TeU bim he hath made a match with such a wrangler 
That all the courts of France will be disturb'd 
With chases. And we understand him well, 
How he comes o*er us with our wilder days , 
Not measuring what use we made of them. 
We never valu'd this poor seat of England ; 
And therefore, living here, did give ourself 
To barbarous license; as 'tis ever common 
That men are merriest when they are from home. 
Bttt teil the Dauphin, I will keep my state; 
Be like a king, and show my saü of greatness , 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France : 
For that I have laid by my majesty. 
And plodded Uke a man for working-days; 
Hut I will rise there with so füll a glory, 

13» 
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That I will dazzle all the ejea of France, 

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 

And teil the pleasant prince, this mock of his 

Hath tom'd his balls to gon-stones; and his sool 

Shall stand sore chargM for the wasteful vengeance 

That shall ßj with them: for many a thoosand widows 

Shall this his mock mock out of their dear hosbands; 

Mock mothers from their sons, mock Castles down; 

And some are jet ungotten and unbom 

That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin's scom. 

But this lies all within the will of Grod , 

To whom I do appeal; and in whose name, 

Teil you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

To venge me as I may, and to put forth 

My rightful band in a well-haUow*d cause. 

So, get you hence in peace; and teil the Dauphin, 

His jest will savour but of shallow wit , 

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it. — 

Convey them with safe conduct. — Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Ambassadors. 

Exe, This was a meny message. 

K. Hen. We hope to make the sender blush at it. 
Therefore , my lords , omit no happy hour 
That may give furtherance to our expedition; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save those to Gtod, that run before our business. 
Therefore let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected, and all things thought upon 
That may with reasonable swiftness add 
More feathßrs'to our wings; for, Gtod before, 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore let every man now task his thought, 
That this fair action may on foot be brought. 

[Fhurish, Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 
Chor. Now all the youth of England are on fire , 
And Silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies: 
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Now fliiife As annoRny and bonom^B tiioii^^ 

BdgDB nld^ m Ae bteaat of ereiy man: 

Thej mH ilie paatere iMnr to haj tibe hone; 

FoUowiog tibe iDDiior of au Chrirtiin kiogv, 

With wiqgM heeb, aa ^»^g>*«^* MeRoma. 

Fqt now ata Ki| i frialio n in tibe air; 

And hidea a awwd firam Idtta vato Hie point 

With crow]» iflqperial, emniBy and eoroneta, 

Promia'd to Hanj and bia ioilowen. 

The Frendi, advia'd bf good inteDiige&ee 

Of tfais oMMt dieadfiü pv^antian y 

Sfaake in Hieb fear; and vidi pale paGef 

Seek to dirert tibe Kugfiah pmposea. 

O England! — modeltotiiyinwaidgrealneBBy 

liike litüe boc^ widi a woa^bAy beart, — 

Wbat mig^Ktat tboa do, fbat bonour woidd tbee do, 

Were all tiijr cbildren bind and natmal! 

Bat aee tbj fenlt! Fianee bafb in Ibee foond out 

A nest of bdlow boaoma, wbich be fiHa 

With treacberoitB crowna; and tinee eomptod men, — 

One, Bidiaid eail of Cambridge; and tiie aeecmd, 

Henry Lord Scroop of Masbam; and flie tiiiid, 

Sir Thomaa Giejr, kni^^ty of Nortfanmberiand, — 

Haye, for tfae gilt of France — O goilt indeed! — 

Confirm*d conapiraey witb fearfbl Franee ; 

And bj tbeir banda ibia grace of t^^iga nuut die, 

If hell and treaacm h6ld flieir praniaea, 

£«re he take ship for Franee, and in Soatbampton. 

Liinger yonr patience on; and well digeat 

Tb' abiise of diatance, wbüe we fbroe a play. 

The aom is paid; tbe traitorB aze agreed; 

The kingissetfirom London; andtbeaeene 

la now tranaportod, gentlea, to Sontbampton, — 

There ia tbe plaj^ioaae now, tiiere mnat 7011 idt: 

And tbence to Franee abaU we eonvey yon aafe. 

And bring yon back, channing tbe nanow aeaa 

To giye 70a genüe paaa; fer, if we maj. 
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We*ll not offend one stomach with our play. 

£ut, tili the king come forth, and not tili then, 

Unto Southampton do we shift cur scene [Exit 

ACT IL 
ScBin I. London, Before the Boar^s-Head Tavem^ Eaatcheap. 

EnteTj uoeraUy Nym and Babdolph. 

Bard. Well met , Ooiporal Nym. 

Nym. Gk>od monrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are Andent Pistol and jou Mends jet? 

Nym. For my part, I care not: I say little; bat when 
time shall serve, there shall be smites; — bat that shall be 
as it niay. I dare not figbt; bot I will wink, and hold out 
mine iron: it is a simple one; bat what though? it will toast 
cheese, and it will endure oold as another man's sword will: 
and there's an end. 

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you Mends; 
and well be all three swom brothers in France: let 't be so, 
good Corporal Nym. 

Nym. Faith, I wül live so long as I may, that's the cer- 
tain of it; and when I eannot live any longer, I will die as I 
may : that is my rest , that is the rendessvoos of it. 

Bord. It is certain , corporal, that he is married to Neil 
Qaickly: and, oertainlyi she did you wrong; for you were 
troth-plight to her. 

Nym. I eannot teU: — things mast be as they may: men 
may sleep, and they may have their throats about tiiem at 
that time; and, some say, knives have edges. It must be as 
it may: though patience be a tired mare, yet she will plod. 
There must be conchudons. Well, I eannot teil. 

Bard. Here oomes Ancient Pistol and bis wife: — good 
corporal, be patient here. 

MrUer Pistol and Hostess. 
How now, mine host Pistol! 

Bist. Base tike , call'st thou me host? 
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Now, by Ulis hand, I swear, I scom the term; 
Nor shall my Neil keep lodgen. 

HosU No, by my troth, not long; for we cannot lodge 
and board a dosen or fbnrteen genüewomen that live honestiy 
by the prick of their needles, but it will be thonght we keep 
a bawdy-bonse stralght. [Nym draws Ms sword.\ wetl-a- 
day, Lady, if he be not drawnl [Pittol also draws Ms stoord,] 
Now we shall see wilfol adultery and mnrder conimitted. 

Bard, Qood lientenant, — good coiporal, — offer nothing 
here. 

Nym. Fish! 

Pist, Fish for thee , Iceland dogi thou prick-ear'd enr of 
IceUmdl 

Hast, €k>od Gorporal Nym , show thy valour, and put np 
yoor Bword. 

Nym. Will yon shog off ? I wonld have yon solus. 

[Sheaihing ku sword. 

Pist. SoluSy ^gregions dog? viper vilel 
The solus in thy most marvellons ikoe; 
The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 
And in thy hateM fanigs, yea, in thy maw, perdy. 
And, whioh is wone, witldn thy nasty monlhl 
I do retort the solus in thy bowels; 
For I can take, and FistoFs eock is np, 
And flashlng &e wiU follow. 

Nym. 1 am not Barbason; yon cannot co^Jore me. I 
have an hmnonr to knock you indifferenüy well* If you 
grow fool with me, Fistel, I will soonr yon with my rapier, 
aslmay, infiürtenns: ifyoa wonld walk off, I wonld prick 
yoor gats a little, in good tenns, as I mayc and that's thet 
homonr of it 

Pist. braggart tue, and damnid iniions wightl 
The grave doth gape, and doting death is near; 
Therefore eihale. [Nym draws his sword. 

Bard, Hear me, hear me what I say: — he that strikes 
the fiist stroke, 1*11 ran him np to the hilts, as I am a soldier. 

[Draws Ms sword. 
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Pist An oath of mickle might; and fdiy sliall abate. — 
Giye me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give: 
Thj spirits are most tall. [Tkey shecUhe (heir iwords, 

Nym. I will cut thj throat, one time or other, in fair 
tenns: that b the homonr of it. 

Pist Coupe la gorge! 
That is the word. I Üiee defy again. 

hound of Crete , think'st thon mj sponse to get? 
No; to the spital go, 

And firom the powdering-tub of infamj 
Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid's kind, 
Doli Tearsheet she bj name, and her esponse: 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she; and — Pauca^ there's enough. 
Goto. 

Enier Hie B07. 

Boy. Mine host Pistol, jou must come to mj master, — 
and yon, hosteBs: — he is veiy sick, and wonld to bed. — 
Good Bardolph, put thy face between bis sheets, and do the 
Office of a warming-pan. — Faith, he's very ill. 

Bord, Away, yourogue! 

Host, By my troth, he'U yield the crow a pudding one of 
these days: the king has killed bis heart — Good hosband, 
come home presently. [Exeumi Hostess and Boy* 

Bord, Come, shall I make you two fiiends? We must to 
France together: why the devil should we keep knires to cut 
one another's throats? 

Pist. Let floods o'erswell, and fiends for food howl on! 

Nym. Toull pay me the eight Shillings I won of you at 
betting? 

Pist. Base is the slave that pays. 

Nym. That now I will hare : Üiafs the humour of it. 

Pist. As manhood' shall comjk)und: push home. 

[Pistol and Nym draw their swords. 

Bord. By this sword, he that makes the first thmst, 111 
kill him; by this sword, I will. [Draws his sword. 

Pist Sword is an oath, and oaths must have their course. 
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Bard. Coiporal Nym, an thoa wilt be fiiends, be Mends: 
an thoa wilt not, why, then be enemies with me too. Prithee, 
put up. 

Nym. I shall haye mj eight Shillings I won of 70a at 
betting? 

Pist. A noble shalt thou haye, and present paj; 
And liquor likewise will I give to thee, 
And friendship shall combine and brotherhood; 
I'll live bj Nym, and Nym shaU live bj me; — 
Is not this just? — for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 
Give me thy hand. [Th^ shealhe their sworda, 

Nym. I shali bare my noble ? 

Pist. In cash most justly paid. 

Nym. Well, then , that's the humoor of it 

Re-enter Hostess. 

Host, As ever you came of women, come in quickly to 
Sir John. Ah, poor hearti he is so shaked of a buming quo- 
tidian tertian, that it is most lamentable to behold. Sweet 
men, come to him. 

Nym. The king hath run bad humours on the knight, 
that's the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right; 
His heart is fracted and corroborate. 

Nym. The king is a good king : but it must be as it may ; 
he passes some humours and careers. 

Pist. Let US condole the knight; for lambkins we will 
live. [Exeunt. 

ScBNB II. Southampton. A counc^j^amber. 

Enter Exkteb, Bbdpobd, and WEb^^jj^kLASD. 

Bed. Tore Gk>d , his grace is bold, to trust tiiese traltors. 

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 

West. How smooth and even they do bear themselvesl 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat, 
CrownM with faith and constant loyally. 
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Bed. The king hath note of all that thej intend , 
£y interception which they dream not of . 

Exe. Naj, but the man tbat was his bedfellow, 
Wkom he haih dnll'd and doy'd with gracioiu üayours, — 
That he ahould , for a foreign pune , so seil 
His soTereign*8 life to death and treachery ! 

Thanpeti onmeL Enter King Hbhbt, Cambbdob, Scboop, 
GhuTi Lords, and Attendants. 

K, Hen, Now sits the wind ftiir, and we will aboard. 
My Lord of Cambridge, — and my kind Lord of Masham, — 
And you, my gentle knight, — give me yonr thonghts: 
Think you not, that the powers we bear with HS 
Will cnt their passage throngh the force of Franee , 
Doing the execution and the act 
For which we have in head assembled them? 

Scroop, No doubt, my liege , if each man do his best. 

KHen. I doubt not tiiat; since we are well persoaded 
We carry not a heart with us firom hence 
That grows not in a fair eoncent with onrs , 
Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Com, Never was monarch better fearM and lov*d 
Than is yoor majestj: there's not, I think, a subjeet 
That sits in heart-grief and nneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of yonr govemment. 

Orejf. Troe: those that were yonr father*s enemies 
Have steep'd their galls in honey, and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of seaL 

K, Hen. We therefore have great cause of thankfulness; 
And shall iotg^^ office of our band, 
Sooner than qviWnoe of desert and merit 
According to their weight and worthiness. 

Scroop, So Service shall with steelid sinews toil. 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope, 
To do your grace incessant Services. 

K Een. We judge no less. — Unde of Eseter, 
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Enlarge the man eommitted yest^day, 
That rail'd against our person: we condder 
It was exceas of wine that set him on; 
And, on onr more adtioe, we pardon him. 

Scroop, That's merej, bat too mnch security : 
Let him be pnnish'dy sovereign; lest ezample 
Breedy hj his soffBranee, more of such a kind. 

Km Hm, Oy let ns yet be merdfoL 

Com. 80 may yonr highness, and yet pmiish too. 

Qreiß. Sir, 
Yon show great mer^, if yon give him lifs, 
After the taste of mueh oorrection. 

BL Hm. Alas, yonr too mach lore and care of me 
Are hea^ orisons 'gainst this poor wretoh! 
If little&oltSy proceeding on distemper, 
Shall not be w^'d at, how shall we stretoh our eye 
When capital erimes, ehew'd, swallow'd, and digested, 
Appear before ns? — Well yet enlarge that man, 
Thongh Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in tiieir dear care 
And tender presmation of our person, 
Woold hare him pnnish'd. And now to onr French caases : 
Who are the late oommissioners? 

Com, Ione,mylord: 
Tour highness bade me ask lor it to-day. 

Scroop, So did you me, my liege. 

Orej/, And me , my royal sovereign. 

K, Hm. Then, Biehard earl of Cambridge, there is yours ; — 
There yoors, Lovd Scroop of Masham; — and, sir knight, 
Giey Ol Northomberland, this same is yoors: — 
Bead them; and know, I know yoor worthiness. — 
My Lord of Westmoreland , — and nnde Exeter , — 
We will aboard to-night — Why, how now, genüemen! 
What see yoa in those papers, ^t you lose 
So mneh oomplezion? — > Look ye, how they change! 
Their cheeks are paper. -^ Why, what read yoa tigere, 
That hath so oowiurded and chas'd yoor blood 
Oot of appearanoe? 
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Com» I do ootafesB my fault; 

And do submit me to your highness* mercy. 

S^oop.S To which we aU appeal. 

K, Hen, The mercy that was quick in us but late , 
By your own counsel is suppress'd and kill'd: 
You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy ; 
For your own reasons tum into your bosoms, 
As dogs upon their masters, worrying you. — 
See you, my princes and my noble peers, 
These EngUsh monsters! My Lord of Cambridge here , — 
You know how apt our love-was to accord 
To fumish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Math, for a few Ught crowns, lightly conspir'd, 
And swom nnto the practices of France, 
To kill US here in Hampton: to the which 
This knight, no less for bonnty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewlse swom. — But, 0, 
What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop? thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature! 
Thou that didst bear the key of all my counsels, 
That knew*8t the very bottom of my soul, 
That almost mightst have coin'd me into gold, 
Wouldst thou have practis'd on me for thy use , — 
May it be possible, that foreign hlre 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil 
That might annoy my finger? 'tb so stränge, 
That, though the truth of it Stands off as gross 
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason and murder ever kept together, 
As two yoke-devils swom to either*8 purpose, 
Working so grossly in a natural cause, 
That admiration did not whoop at them: 
But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder to wait on treason and on murder: 
And whatsoever cunning fiend it was > 
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« 

That wrouglit upon thee so prepösterously^ 

Hath got t£e voice in hell for excellence: 

And other devlls, that suggest hy treasons, 

Do botch and bongle up damnation 

With patches, colours, and with forma being fetch'd 

From glistering semblances of pletj; 

But he that tempted thee bade thee stand up, 

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do treason, 

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 

If that same demon that hath guli'd thee thus 

Should with his lion-gait walk the whole world, 

He might retom to vasty Tartar back , 

And teil the legions, **I can never win 

A soul so esLsy as that EngUshman's." 

0, how hast tiiou with jealousy infected 

The sweetness of affianee! Show men dutifiil? 

Why, so didst thou: seem they grave and leamM? 

Why, so didst thou: come they of noble family? 

Why, so didst thou: seem they religious? 

Why, so didst thou: or are they spare in diet; 

Free from gross passion, or of mirth or anger; 

Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood; 

Garnish'd and deck'd in modest complement; 

Not working with the eye without the ear. 

And but in purg^d judgment trusting neither? 

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem: 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the fiill-fraught man and best indu'd 

With some suspidon. I will weep for thee; 

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 

Another fall of man. — Their faults are open: 

Arrest them to the answer of the law; — 

And God acquit them of their practices! 

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Bich- 
ard earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Henry Lord 
gcroop of Masham. 
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I arrest thee of high treason, bj the name of Thomas Grcy, 
knight, of Nortbumberland. 

Scroop, Out purposes God jußtly hath discover'd; 
And I repent my fault more than my death; 
Which I beseech your highness to forgiye , 
Although my body pay the price of it 

Com. For me, — the gold of France did not seduce; 
Although I did adinit it as a motive 
The sooner to effect what I intended: 
Bat God be thankM for prevention ; 
Which I in Bufferance heartily wül rejoice, 
Beseeching God and you to pardon me. 

Gr^. Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason 
Than I do at this hour joy o'er myself , 
Pre^ented ^m a damn^d enterprise: 
My fault, but not my body, pardon, soyereign. 

K. Hen. €k>d quit you in his mercy! Hear your sentence. 
You have conspir'd againtt our royal person, 
Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd , and from hiB coffers 
Receiy'd the golden eamest of our death; 
Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter, 
His princcB and bis peers to 8er?itude , 
Bis subjects to oppresmon and contempt, 
And bis whole kingdom into dcisolation. 
Touching our person, seek we no revenge; 
But we our kingdom's safety must so tender, 
Whose min you have sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you , therefore , hence , 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death: 
The taste whereof , Gk>d of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of aU your dear offencesl — Bear them hence. 

\Eteunt Cambridge^ Scroopy and Grey, guarded, 
Now, lords, for France; the enterprise whereof 
Sball be to you as us like glorious. 
We doubt not of a üair and lucky war. 
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Since God so graciouBlj hsJÜx brought to ligbt 

This dangeroas treason, lurking in oor way 

To hinder our beginnings; we doubt not now 

Bat eyezy rab is smooth^d on our waj. 

Then, forth, dear countrymen: let os deliver 

Gut ptdssance into the band of G-od, 

Puttlng it Btraight in ezpedition. 

Cheerly to sea; the signs of war advance: 

No king of England , if not king of France. [Exeunt, 

ScENB III. London, Before the Boat^s-head Tavemj Eastcheap. 

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nra, Babdolph, and Boy. 

Host. Prithee, honey-sweet hosband, let me bring thee to 
Staines. 

Pist No; for my manly heart doth yeam. — 
Bardolph, be blithe; — Nym, ronse thy yannting yeins; — 
Boy, bristle thy conrage up ; — for Falstaff he is dead, 
And we must yeam therefore. 

Bord, Woold I were with him, wheresome'er he is, either 
in heaven or in hell I 

HosU Nay, sure, he's not in hell: he*s in Arthur's bosom, 
if eyer man went to Arthnr's bosom. 'A made a fine end, and 
w.ent away, an it had been any chiistom chüd; 'a parted eyen 
just between twelye and one , eyen at the tuming o' the tide: 
for affcer I saw him fomble with the sheets, and play with 
flowers, and smile upon bis fingers* ends, I knew there was but 
one way; for bis nose was as sharp as a pen , and 'a babbled 
of green fields. ''How now, Sir John!" quoth I: *'what, 
man! be o' good cheer." So 'a cried out <' G^d , GU>d , (Jod! " 
three or four tunes. Now I, to eomfort him, bid him 'a should 
not fhink of God; I hoped there was no need to trouble him- 
seif with any such thoughte yet. So *a bade me lay more 
clothes on his feet: I put my band into the bed and feit them, 
and they were as cold as any stone; then I feit to his knees, 
and so upward and upward, and all was as cold as any stone. 

Nym. They say he cried out of sack. 

Host. Ay, that *a did. 
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Bard, And of women. 

Host, Nay, that 'a did not. 

Boy, Yes, lliat 'a did ; and said they were devils incarnate. 

Host, 'A could never abide camation; 'twas a colour he 
never liked. 

Boy, 'A said once, the devil would have him about women. 

Host. 'A did in some sort, indeed, bandle women; but tben 
be was rheumatic, and talked of the wbore of Babylon. 

Boy, Do you not remember, 'a saw a flea stick upon Bar- 
dolph*s nose, and 'a said it was a black soul boming in hell- 
fire? 

Bai'd, Well, the fuel is gone that maintained that fire: 
that's all the riches I got in bis service. 

Nym, Shall we shog? the king will be gone firom South- 
ampton. 

Pist, Come, let 's away. — My love, give me thy lips. 
Look to my chatteis and my movables: 
Let senses rule; the word is "Pitch and pay;" 
Trust none; 

For oaths are straws^ men's faiths are wafer-cakes. 
And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck: 
Therefore , caveto be thy counsellor. 
Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms, 
Let US to France; like horse-leeches, my boys, * 

To suck, to suck, the yery blood to suck! 

Boy, And that 's but unwholesome food, they say. 

Pist, Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard, Farewell, hostess. [Kissing her, 

Nym, I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it; but, adieu. 

Hst, Lethousewifeiy appear: keep close, I thee command. 

Host, Farewell; adieu. [Exeunt, 

ScBiTB IV. Erance, A room in (he French Eing's palace, 

Flourish, Enter the French King, attended; the Dauphin, the 
Duke of BunauNDr, the Oonstable , and others, 
fV. Kitig, Thus come the English with füll power upon us; 
And more than carefuUy it us concerns 
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To answer royally in oiir defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Berri and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth, — 

And 70U, Prinee Dauphin, — with all swift dispatch, 

To line and new repair our towns of war 

With men of courage and with means defendant; 

For England his approaehes makes as fierce 

As waters to the sucking of a gulf. 

It fits US, then, to be as provident 

As fear may teach us , out of late ezamples 

Left by the fatal and neglected English 

Upon our fields. 

Dau. Mj most redoubted father, 

It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe; 
For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom, 
Though war nor no known quarrel were in question, 
But that defences, musters, preparations, 
Should be maintain*d, assembled, and collected, 
As were a war in expeetation. 
Therefore, I say 'tis meet we all go forth 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France: 
And let us do it with no show of fear; 
No , with no more than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance: 
For, my good liege, she is so idly king'd,* 
Her sceptre so fantastically bome 
By a yain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth, 
That fear attends her not. 

Con, peace , Prinee" Dauphin I 

You are too much mistaken in this king: 
Question your grace the late ambassadors, — 
With what great state Le heard their embassy, 
How well supplled with noble counsellors^ 
How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in constant resolution, — 
And you shall find his vanities forespent 
Were but the outside of the Boman Brutus, 

ßhaJcetpeart. III, 14 
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Covering discretion with a coat of foUy; 
As gardeners do with ordare hide those roots 
That shall first spring and be most delicate. 

Dau, Well, 'tis not so, my lord high-constable; 
But though we think it so, it is no matter: 
In cases of defence 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems: 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd; 
Which, of a weak and niggardly projeetion, 
Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat wiüi scanting 
A little cloth. 

Fr, King, Think we King Harry strong; 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 
The kindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us; 
And he is bred out of that bloody strain 
That haunted us in our familiär paths: 
Witness our too-much memorable shame 
When Cressy batüe fataily was Struck, 
And all our princes captiv'd by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward, Black Prince of Wales; 
Whiles that his mountain sire, — on mountain standing, 
Up in the air, crown'd with the golden sun, — 
Saw his heroical seed, and smil'd to see him. 
Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victorious stock; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Ambassadors from Harry king of England 
Do craye admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King, We*ll give them present audience. Go , and 
bring them. 

[Exeunt Messenger and certain Lords» 
You see this chase is hotly follow'd, friends. 

Dau. Tum head, and stop pursuit; for coward dogs 
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Most spend thdr moaths, when what they seem to threaten 

Buns far before them. Goodmj sovereign, 

Take up the £nglish short; and let them know 

Of what a monarchy you are the head: 

Self-love, my liege , is not so vile a sin 

As self-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, with Exetbb and Tram, 

Fr, King. From our brother England? 

Exe, From him; and thus he greets your majesty. 
He wills you, in the name of €rod Almighty, 
That you divest yourself , and lay apart 
The borrow'd glories, that, by ^ift of heaven, 
By law of natore and of nations, 'long 
To him and to bis heirs; namely, the crown. 
And all wide-stretch^d hononrs that pertain, 
£y custom and thie ordinance of times, 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know 
'Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, 
Fick'd from the worm-holes of long-vanish'd days, 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak'd, 
He sends you this most memorable line , [Gioes a paper. 

In every brauch truly demonstrative; 
Willing you overlook bis pedigree : 
And when you find bim evenly deriy'd 
From bis most fam'd of famous ancestors, 
Edward the Third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true cballenger. 

Fr, King, Or eise what foUows? 

Exe, Bloody constraint; for if you bide the crown 
Even in your bearts , there will he rake for it : 
Therefore in fiery tempest is he Coming, 
In thunder and in earti^quake, like a Jove, 
That, if requiring fail, he will compel; 
And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 
Deliyer up the crown; and to take mercy 
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On the poor souls for whom this hnngry war 
Opens his yasly jaw8: and on your head 
Tums he the widows* tears, the orphans' cries, 
The dead men*8 blood, the pining maidens' groans, 
For husbands, fathers, and betrothM lovers, 
That shall be swallow'd in this controversy. 
This is his daim , his threatening , and my message ; 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here , 
To whom ezpressly I bring greeting too. 

Fr. King, For us , we will consider of this further : 
To-morrow shall you bear our fall intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau. For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him: what to him from England? 

Exe. Scom and defiance; slight regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus says my king: an if your father's highness 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his migesty, 
He'll call you to so hot an answer of it, 
That caves and womby yaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass, and retum your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dau. Say , if my father render fair retum , 
It is against my will; for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England: to that end, 
As matching to his youth and vanity, 
I did present him with the Paris balhi. 

Exe. Hell make your Paris Louvre shake for it, 
Were it thevmistress-court of mighty Europe: 
And, be assur'd, youll find a diSerence, 
As we, his subjects, have in wonder found, 
Between the promise of his greener days 
And these he masters now: now he weighs time, 
Even to the utmost grain: — that you shall read 
Jn your own losses , if he stay in fWice. ; 
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Er, King, To-morrow shall yon know onr mind at füll. 

Exe, DiBpatchusT?ithaUspeed,le8tthat our king 
Come here himself to question our delay; 
For he is footed in this land already. 

Er, King, You shall be soon dispatch'd with fair conditions : 
A night is but small breath and little pause 
To answer matters of this consequence. [Fhurish, Exeunt, 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor, Thus with imagin'd wing our swift scene flies , 
In motion of no less celeritj 
Than that of thought. Suppose that you haye seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet 
With Silken streamers the young Phosbus fanning: 
Play with ypur fancies; and in them behold 
Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing; 
Hear the shrül whistle which doth order give 
To sounds confiis'd; behold the threaden sails, 
Borne with th* invisible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge: 0, do but think 
You stand upon the rivage , and behold 
A dty on th' inconstant billows dancing; 
For so appears this fleet majestical, 
Holding due course to Harfleur. Follow, followl 
Grapple your minds to stemage of this navy; 
And leaye your England, as dead midnight still, 
Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women, 
Either past, or not arriv'd to, pith and puissance; 
For who is he, whose chin is but enrich'd 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These eull'd and choice-dbrawn cavaliers to France? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a siege; 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 
With fjEttal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppose th* ambassador fi^>m the French comes back; 
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Teils Harry that the king doth offer him 
Katharine his daughter; and with her, to dowry, 
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 
The offer likes not: and the nimble gunncr 
With linstock now the devUlsh cannon touchea , 

[Alaruniy and Chambers go offy wüMn, 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind, 
And eke out our Performance with your mind. [Exit. 



ACT III. 
ScBNB I. JF^ance, Before Harfleur, 

Alarums, Enter King Hxnbt, £zktbb, BbdfobDi Globtbb, and 

Soldiers, wiih scaling-ladders. 

K, Hen, Once more unto the breach, dear Mends, once 
more; 
Or close the waU up with our English dead! 
In peace there's nothing so becomes a man 
As modest stillness and humility: 
But when the blast of war blows in our ears , 
Then imitate the action of the tiger; 
Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour*d rage: 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspdct; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head 
Like the brass cannon; let the brow o'erwhelm it 
As fearfuUy as doth a gall^d rock 
0*erhang and jutty his confounded base, 
Swill'd with the wild and wasteful ocean. 
Now set the teeth, and Stretch the nostril wide; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his füll height! — On, on, you noble English, 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof I — 
Fathers that, like so many Alezanders, 
Have in theso parts from mom tili even fought, 
And sheath'd tiieir swords for lack.of argument: — 
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Dishonoxir not your motlierfl; now attest 

That those whom you call'd fathers did beget you! 

Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war! — And you, good yeomen, 

Whose limbs were made in England , show us bere 

The metüe of your pasture; let us swear 

That you are worth your breeding: whlch I doubt not; 

For there is none of you so mean and base , 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the sUps, 

Straining upon the start. The game's afoot: 

Follow your spirit; and, upon this Charge, 

Gry "God for Harry, England, and Saint George I" 

[Exeunt, Alarum, and Chambers go off^ wtthin. 

Enter Ntm, Babdolph, Pistol, and Boy. 
Bard. On, on, on, on, on! to the breach, to the breach! 
Nym, Pray thee, corporal, stay: the knocks are too bot; 
and, for mine own part, I have not a case of lives: the humour 
of it is too bot, that is the veiy plain-song of it. 

Pütt. The plain-song is most just; for humours do abound: 
Knocks go and come; God's vassals drop and die; 
And sword and shield, 
Inbloody field, 
Doth win immortal fame. 
Boy. Would I were in an alehouse in London! I would 
giye all my famo for a pot of ale and safety. 
Pist. Andl: 

If wishes would prevail with me , 
My purpose should not fail with me , 
But thither would I hie. 
Boy, As duly, but not as truly, 

As bird doth sing on bough. 

Enter Fluellen. « 

Flu. Got*s plood! — Up to the preaches, you rascals! will 
you not up to the preaches? [Driving them forward* 

Pist, Be merciful, great duke, to men of mouldl 
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Abate thj rage, abate thy manly rage! 

Abate th/ rage, great duke! 

Good baweock, bäte thy ragel ose lenify, sweet chucki 

Nym, These be good humours 1 — your honour runs bad 
bumours. [Exeunt Nym, Bardolph, and Pistol^ followed 

by Fluellen, 

Boy. Ab young as I am, I have obsenred these three 
Bwashers. I am boy to them all three: but all they three, 
though they would senre me, could not be man to me; for, 
indeed, three such antics do not amount to a man. For Bar- 
dolphy — he is white-üyered and red-faced; by the means 
whereof 'a faces it out, bat fights not. For Pistol, — he hath 
a kl Hing tongae and a quiet sword; by the means whereof 
'a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons. For Nym, — he 
hath heard that men of few words are the best men; and 
therefore he scoms to say bis prayers, lest *a should be 
thought a coward: but bis few bad words are matched with 
as few good deeds; for 'a never broke any man's head but bis 
own, and that was against a post when he was drunk. They 
will steal any thing , and call it purchase. Bardolph stole a 
lute-case, bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for l£ree-half- 
pence. Nym and Bardolph are swom brothers in filching; 
and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel: I knew by that piece 
of Service the men would carry coals. They would have me 
as familiär with men's pockets as their gloves or their band- 
kerchers: which makes much against my manhood, if I 
should take from another's pocket to put into mine; for it is 
piain pocketing-up of wrongs. I must leave them, and seek 
some better service: their villany goes against my weak 
stomach, and therefore I must cast it up. [Exü. 

Re-enter Flüsllek , Goweb follofoing, 

Gow, Captain Fluellen, you must come presenüy to the 
mines; the Duke of Gloster would speak with you. 

Flu, To the minesl teil you the duke , it is not so goot to 
come to the mines; for, look you, the mines is not according 
to the disciplines of the wars: the concavities of it is not auf- 
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ficient; for, look you, th' athyersary — you may discnss unto 
the doke, look you — is diggt himself four yard under the 
countennines: by Cheshu, I think 'a -will plow up all, if there 
is not better directions. 

Gow. The Duke of Gloster, to wbom the order of the 
siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irishman, — a 
yery yaliant gentleman, i' faith. 

Flu, It is Gaptain Maemorns, is it not? 

Gow, I think it be. 

Flu, By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the 'orld: I will Yerify 
as much in his peard: he has no more directions in the true 
discipUnes of the wars, look you, of the Soman disciplines, 
than is a puppy-dog. 

Gow, Here 'a comes; and the Scots captain, Captain 
Jamy, with him. 

Ftu, Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous gentleman, 
that is certain; and of great expedition and knowledge in th' 
anncient wars, npon my particular knowledge of his direc- 
tions: by Cheshu, he will maintain his argument as well as 
any military man in the 'orld, in the disciplmes of the pristine 
wars of the Bomans. 

Enter Maomobsis and Jamy, 

Jamy, I say gude-day, Captain Fluellen. 

Flu, Got-den to your worship, goot Captain Jamy. 

Gow, How now, Captain Macmorris 1 have you quit the 
mines? have the pioners given o'er? 

Mae, By Chrish, la, tish ill done; the work ish give over, 
the trompet sound the retreat. By my band, I swear, and 
my father*s soul, the work ish ill done; it ish give over: I 
would have blowed up the town, so Chrish save me, la, in an 
hour: 0, tbh ill done, tish ill done; by my band, tish ill donel 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, will you 
Toutsafe me, look you, a few disputations with you, as paitly 
touching or conceming the disciplines of the wars, the Eoman 
wars, in the way of argument, look you, and friendly com« 
munication; partly to satisfy my opinion, and partly for the 



218 KING HENRY V. lACTm. 

satisfaction , look you, of my mind, as touching the direction 
of the militarj discipline; Üiat is the point 

Jamy. It sali be vary gude, gade feith, gude captalns 
baith: and I sali quit jou with gude leve, as I maj pick 
occasion; that sali I, mary. 

Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save me: the 
day is hot, and the weather, and the wars, and the king, and 
the dukes: it is no time to discourse. The town is beseeched, 
and the trompet call ns to the breach; and we talk, and, by 
Chrish, do nothing: 'tis shame for us all: so God sa* me, 'iis 
shame to stand BtUl; it is shame, by my band: and there is 
throats to be cnt, and works to be done; and there ish no- 
thing done, so Chrish sa' me, la. 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take them- 
selves to slomber, ^1 do gude service, or ail lig V the grond 
for it; ay, or go to dea&; and ul pay 't as yalorously as 
I may, tiiat sali I snerly do, that is tiie breff and the long. 
Maiy, I wad füll fain heard some qnestion 'tween you 'tway. 

Pin. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, under yomr 
correction, there is not many of yoor nation — 

Mac. Of my nation I What ish my nation? what ish my 
nation? Who talks of my nation ish a villain, and a basterd, 
and a knave, and a rascal. 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwise than is 
meant, Captain Macmorris, peradventore I shall think you do 
not use me with that affability as in discretion you ought to 
nse me, look you; being as goot a man as yourself , both in 
the disciplines of wars, and in the derivation of my birth, and 
in other particolarities. 

Mae. I do not know you so good a man as myself : so 
Chrish save me, I will cut off yoor head. 

Gow. Gentiemen both, you wiU mistake each other. 

Jamy. A! that's a foul fault. [Ä parUy sounded. 

Gow, The town sounds a parley. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more petter oppor- 
tnnity to be required, look you, I will be so pold as to teil you 
J know the disciplines of wars; and there is an end. \ExeurU. 
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ScENB II. The same, Before (he gates of ffarfleur, 

The Govemor and some Citizens on the waüa; ihe Engliah 
forces beloto. Enter King Hehrt and his Tram, 

K, Hen. How yet resolves the govemor of the town? 
This is the latest parle we will admit: 
Therefore, to our best mercy giye jourselves; 
Or, like to men proud of destniction, 
Defy uB to our worst: for, as I am a soldier, 
A name that, in my thoughta, becomes me best, 
If I begin the batteiy once again, 
I will not leave the half-achiev^d Harfleur 
Till in her ashes she lie buri^d. 
The gates of mercj shall be all shut np; 
And the flesh*d soldier, — roogh and hard of heart, — 
In liberty of bloody band shall ränge 
With conscience wide as hell; mowing like grass 
Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious war, •— 
Array'd in flames, like to the prince of fiends, — 
Do, with his smirch'd complezion, all feil feats 
£nlink*d to waste and desolationV 
What is*t to me, when you yourselves are cause, 
If your pure maidens fall into the band 
Of bot and forcing violation? 
What rein can hold licentious wickedness 
When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We may as bootless spend our vain command 
lipon th* enrag^d soldiers in their spoil, 
As send precäpts to the leviathan 
To come ashore. Therefore , you men of Harfleur , 
Take pity of your town and of your people, 
Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command; 
Wbiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O'erblows the filthy and contagious douds 
Of heady murder, spoil, and viUany. 
If not, why, in a moment, look to see 
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The blind and bloody soldier wiüvfoul band 
Defile the locks of your shiill-sbrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 
And their most reverent beads dash'd to the walls; 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes , 
Whiles the mad mothers with their howls oonfbs'd 
Do break the douds, as did the wives of Jewiy 
At Herod's bloody-honting glaughtermen. 
What say you? will you yield, and this avoid? 
Or, goilty in defence, be thus destroy'd? 

Gov, Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dauphin, whom of euocour we entreated, 
Retums üb , that bis powers are yet not ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore , dread king , 
We yield our town and Uvea to thy soft mercy. 
Enter onr gates; dispose of us and ours; 
For we no longer are defensible. 

K, Hen, Open your gates. — Oome, unele Ezeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain, 
And fortify it strongly 'gainst the Freneh: 
Use mercy to them all. For us , dear uncle , -^ 
The winter Coming on, and sicknesa growing 
Upon our eoldiers, — we*ll retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest; 
To-morrow for the march are we addrest. 

[Flourüh. The King, j*c. enier the town, 

SoENX in. Ronen, A room m the palace. 

Enter Kathabuto and Aliob. 

Kaih, Alice j tu as Ad en Angleterrej et tu partes hien le 
langage, 

Alice, Un peu, madame, 

Kaih, Je teprie nCenseignez; ü faul quefapprenne ä parier. 
Comment appelez-vous la main en Anglaisf 

Alice, La mainf eile est appeUe de band. 

Kaäi. De band. Et les doigtst 

Alice, Les doigtst ma foi^ faubUe les doigisf mais Je me 
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sownendrcd, Lei do^tst je pense qv^iU eant appeUs de fiogres; 
om^ de fingres. 

Kaäi. La tnamy de hand; lee äoigts^ de fingres. Je pense 
queje euu le bon Scolier; fai gagni deux mots cPAnglais vite- 
ment, Comment appelez^ous Us onglest 

Alice. Lee onglest nous les appelons de nails. 

Kath. De nails. Ecoutezf dües-moi, si je parle Uen: de 
band, de fingres, et de naxls. 

Alice, C^esi bien du, tnadame; Ü est fort bon Anglais, 

KaÜL Däes-moi PAnglais povr le bras. 

Alice. De ann, madame. 

Kaih. Et le coudet 

Alice. De elbow. 

KaÜL De elbow. Je nCen fais la ripAiUon de tous les moU 
que vous nCaoez appris dks ä priseni. 

Alice, II est trop difficile, madame, comme je pense. 

Kaih. Excusez-mciy Alice; dcautex: de baiid, de fingres, 
de nails, de arm, de bübow. 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kaih. Seigneur Dieuyje nCen oubUe! de elbow. Com- 
ment appeleZ'Vous le colt 

Alice. De neck, madame. 

Kath. De nick. Et le mentont 

Alice. De cbin. 

Kaih. De sin. Le col, de nick; le menton^ de sin. 

Alice. Ovi. Sauf voire honneur, en vititd, vohs prononcez 
les mots aussi droit que les natifs d^Angleterre. 

Kaih. Je ne doute poiat d^apprendre, par la grace de Dien, 
et en peu de temps. 

Alice. N*avez-vous pas dijä ouhlid ce queje vous ai enseignit 

Kaih. Nony je riciterai ä vous promptement: de band, de 
fingres, de maus, — 

Alice. De nails, madame. 

Kaih. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. 

Alice. Saufvotre honneur, de elbow. 

Kaih. Ainsi dis-je; de elbow, de nick, et de sin. Comment 
appelex-vous lepied et la robef 
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Alice. De foot, madame; et de conn. 

Kaih, De foot et de couul Seigneur Dieul ce sont mois 
de 8on mauwda^ corruptible, gros, et impudique, et non pour les 
dames cPhonneur cPuser: je ne voudrcds prononcer ces mots devant 
les seigneurs de R'once pour tout le monde. II faut de foot et 
de coun ndanmoms. Je rddtercd une autre fois ma le^on ensemble: 
de band, de fingres, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de nick, de 
sin, de foot, de coun. 

Alice, Excellenty madame I 

Kath. Cest assez pour une fois: aUons-nous ä dtner, 

[Exeunt» 

bcENE IV. 21ie same. Anoiker room m ihe same. 

Enter ihe French King, ihe Dauphin, Duke of Boubbon, the 

Constable of France, and oikers. 

Fr, King. 'Tis certain he hath passM the river Somme. 

Con, And if he be not fought withal, mj lord, 
Let US not live in France; let us quit all. 
And give our yineyards to a barbarous people. 

Dau. Dieu vivant! shall a few sprays of us, 
The emptying of our fathers' luzury, 
Our scions , put in wild and savage stock, 
Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 
Ajid overlook their grafters? 

Bour, Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman bastards! 
Mori de ma viel if they march along 
Unfought withal, bat I will seil my dukedom, 
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. 

Con. Dieu de bataäles! whence have they this mettle? 
I» not tiieir cUmate foggy, raw, and dull; 
On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale, 
EiUing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden water , 
A drench for sur-rein'd jades , their barley-broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat? 
And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 
Seem frosty ? 0, for honour of our land , 
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Let US not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses' thatch, whiles a more frosty people 
Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rieh fields , — 
Poor we maj call them in their native lords! 

DaiA. By faith and honour, 
Our madams mock at us, and plainly «ay 
Our mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodies to the lust of EngÜsh youth 
To new-store France with bastard warriors. 

Bour. They bid us to the English dandng-schools, 
And teach lavoltas high and Bwiffc corantos; 
Saying our grace is only in our heels, 
And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr, King. Where is Montjoy the herald? speed Mm henee; 
Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. — 
Up, princes! and, with spirit of honour edg*d 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field: 
Charles Delabreth, high-constable of France; 
You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Bern, 
Alen^on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy; 
Jaques Chatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandprö, Boussi, and Fauconberg, 
Foix, Lestrale, Boudqualt, and Charolois; 
High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and knights, 
F6r your great seats , now quit you of great shames. 
Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land 
With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur: 
Bush on his host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the Valleys, whose low vassal seat 
The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon: 
Gro down upon him, — you have power enough, — 
And in a captive chariot into Ronen 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Con. This becomes the great 

Sony am I his numbers are so few, 
His soldiers sick, and famish'd in their march; 
For I am sure, when he shall see our army, 
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He '11 drop bis heart into the sink of fear, 
And, for achievement, offer os bis ransom. 

Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on Montjoy; 
And let him say to England, that we send 
To know what willing ransom he voll give. — 
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with ns in Bonen. 

Dau, Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr. King. Be patient; for you shall remain with us. — 
Now forth, lord constable, and princes all. 
And quickly bring us word of £ngland's fall. [ExeunL 

ScBira y. The English camp tn Picardy. 

Enter y aevercdly^ Gowbb and Fluellen. 

Oow. How now, Captain Fluellen! come you from the 
bridge? 

Flu, I assure you, there is very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the pridge. 

Gow, Is tiie Duke of Exeter safe? 

Flu, The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 
memnon; and a man that I love and honour with my soul, and 
my heart, and my duty, and my life, and my living, and my 
uttermost power: he is not — Got be praised and plessed! — 
any hurt id the 'orld; but keeps the pridge most valiantly, 
with excellent discipline. There is an auncient there at the 
pridge, — I think in my very conscience he is aj9 yaliant a 
man as Mark Antony ; and he is a man of no estimation in the 
'orld; but I did see him do gallant service. 

Gow, What do you call him? 

Flu. He is called Aimcient PistoL 

Oow. I know him not. 

Flu, Here is the man. 

Enter Pistol. 

Pist. Captain , I thee beseech to do me favours : 
The Duke of Exeter doth loye thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise Gk»t; and I have merited some love at 
hishands. 
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Pist Bardolph , a soldier , firm and sound of heart , 
Of buxom valour , hath , by eniel fate , 
And giddy Fortune's furiouB fickle wheel, — 
That goddess blind , 
Tbat Stands upon the rolling restless stone , — 

Flu, By your patience, Auncient Pistol. Fortune is painted 
plind, with a muffler afore her eyes, to signify to you that 
Fortune is plind; and she is painted also with a wheel, to 
signify to you, which is the moral of it, that she is tuming, 
and inconstant, and mutability, and rariation; and her foot, 
look you, is flxed upon a spherical stone, which roUs, and rolls, 
and roUs: — in good truth, the poet makes a most ezcellent 
description of it: Fortune is an excellent moral. 

Pist Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him; 
For he hath stoPn a pax , and hanged must *a be , — 
A damned deathl 

Let gallows gape for dog; let man go free. 
And let not hemp his windpipe suffocate: 
But Exeter hath given the doom of death 
For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak, — the duke wiU hear thy voice; 
And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cörd and vile reproach; 
Speak, captain, for his Ufe, and I wül thee requite. 

Mu. Auncient Pistol, I do partly understand your meaning. 

Pist. Why,then, rejoice therefore. 

Mu, Certainly, auncient, it is not a thing to rejoice at: 
for if , look you, he were my prother, I would desire the duke 
to use his goot pleasure, and put him to execution; for dis- 
cipline ought to be used. 

Pist, Die and be damn'd! and fico for thy friendship! 

Fht. It is well. 

Pist. The figof Spain! [Exit. 

Flu. Very goot. 

Goto. Why, this is an arrant coxmterfeit rascal; I re- 
member him now; a bawd, a cutpurse. 

Flu. I'U assure you, 'a uttered as prave 'ords at the pridge 

Shakespeare. lU, li> 



226 KING HENR7 V. [acTIH. 

as 70U sliall see in a summer's day. Bat it is verj well; what 
he has spoke to me, that is well, I Warrant 70a, when time is 
serve. 

Goto, Why, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rogae, that now and then 
goes to the wars, to grace himself , at bis retum into London, 
under the form of a soldier. And such fellows are perfect in 
the great Commanders* names: and they wiU leam you by 
rote where serrices were done; — at such and such a sconce, 
at such a breach, at such a convoy; who came off bravely, 
who was shot, who disgraced, what terms the enemy stood 
on; and this tiiey con perfectly in the phrase of war, which 
they trick up witii new-tuned oaths: and what a beard of the 
generalis cut, and a horrid suit of the camp, will do among 
foaming botües and ale-washed wits, is wonderfdl to be 
thought on. But you must leam to know such slanders of the 
age, or eise you may be marvellously mistook. 

Flu, I teil you what, Gaptain Glower; ~ I do perceive he 
is not the man that he would gladly make show to the *orld 
he is: if I find a hole in his coat, I wiU teil him my mind. 
[Drum withm.] Hark you, the king is Coming; and I must 
speak with him from the pridge. 

Enter King Hbiibt, Gi.ostxs, and Soldiers. 

God pless your majestyl 

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen! cam*st thou from the 
bridge? 

Flu. Ay, so please your msjesty. The Duke of Elzeter 
has rery gallantly maintained the pridge: the French is gone 
off, look you; and there is gallant and most prave passages: 
marxy, th' athversary was have possession of the pridge; but 
he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of Ezeter is master of 
the pridge: I can teil your migesty, the duke is a prave man. 

K, Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen? 

Flu. The perdition of th' athversary hath been vexy great, 
reasonable great: many, for my part, I tkink the duke hath 
lost never a man, bot one that is like to be ezecuted for 
robbing a church| — one Bardolph, if your majesty know the 
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man: bis &.cei8all bubukles, andwhelks, and knobs, and 
fiames o' fire : and bis lips plows at bis nose , and it is like a 
coal of fire, sometimes plue and sometimes red; but bis nose 
is ezecuted, and bis fire*8 out. 

K. Hen, We would bave all such offenders so cut off: — 
and we giye ezpress cbarge tbat, in our marcbes tbrougb tbe 
countrj, there be notbing compelled from tbe villages, notbing 
taken but paid for none of tbe Frencb upbraided or abused 
in disdainfui language \ for wben lenity and cruelty plaj for 
a kingdom, tbe gentler gamester is tbe soonest winner. 

Tucket Sounds. Enter Momtjot. 

Moni, You know me bj my babit. 

K Hen, Well, tben, I know tbee: wbat sball I know of 
tbee? 

Mont, My master's mind. 

K, Hen, ünfold it. 

Mont, Thus says my king : — Say tbou to Harry of Eng- 
land: Tbougb we seemed dead, we did but sleep; advantage 
is a better soldier tban rasbness. Teil bim, we could bave 
rebuked bim at Harfleur, but tbat we tbougbt not good to 
bruise an injury tili it were füll ripe: — now we speak upon 
our cue, and our yoice is imperial: England sball repent bis 
folly, see bis weakness, and admire our sufferance. Bid bim, 
tberefore, consider of bis ransom; wbicb must proportion tbe 
losses we bave bome, tbe subjects we bave lost, tbe disgrace 
we bave digested; Wbicb, in weigbt to re-answer, bis pettiness 
would bow under. For our losses , bis excbequer is too poor ; 
for tbe effiision of our blood, tbe muster of bis kingdom too 
faint a number; and for our disgrace, bis own person, kneel- 
ing at our feet, but a weak and wortbless satisfaction. To 
tbis add defiance: and teil bim, for condusion, be batb be- 
trayed bis foUowers, wbose condemnation is pronounced. So 
far my king and master; so mucb my Office. 

K, Hen, Wbat is tby name? I know tby quality. 

Moni, Monljoy. 

K. Hen, Tbou dost tby office fairly. Tum tbee back, 

15^ 
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And teil thy king, — I do not seek him now; 

Bat could be wiUing to march on to Calais 

Without impeachment: for, to say the sooth, — 

Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much 

ünto an enemy of craft and yantage, — 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled; 

My numbers lessen'd*, and those few I have, 

Almost no better than so many Frencb; 

Who when they were in healtii, I teil thee, herald, 

I thought upon one pair of English legs 

Did march three Frenchmen. — Yet, forgive me, Gk)d, 

That I do brag thus! — this yonr air of France 

Hath blown that vice in me; I must repent. 

Go, therefore, toll thy master here I am; 

My ransom is this frail and worthless tnmk; 

My army but a weak and sickly guard: 

Yet, God before, teil him we will come on, 

Though France himself , and such another neighbour, 

Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Montjoy. 

[Gives a purse, 
Go, bid thy master well adyise himself: 
If we may pass, we will; if we be hindernd, 
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 
The sum of all our answer is but this: 
We would not seek a battle, as we are; 
Nor, as we are, we say, we will not shunlt: 
So teil your master. 

Moni, I shall deliver so. Thanks to your highness. [Eont. 

Gh. I hope they will not come upon us now. 

K. Hen. We are in God's h^d, brother, not in theirs. 
March to the bridge; it now draws toward night: — 
Beyond the river we'U encamp ourselves; 
And on to-morrow bid them march away. 

[Exeunt 
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Sgbnb vi. TTie French camp, near AgincourU 

Eniei^ ihe Constable of France, ike Lord Rambubes, ihe Duke 
of Orleans, ihe Dauphin, and oihers. 

Con, Tutl I have the best armour of the world. — Would 
it were dayl 

OrL You have an excellent armour; but let my horse 
have bis due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Europe. 

OrL Will it never be moming? 

Dau, MyLord of Orleans, and my lord high-constable, 
you tal£ of horse and armour, — 

OrL You are as well provided of both as any piince in 
the World. 

Dau» What a long night is thisl — I will not change my 
horse with any that treads but on four pastems. Qa, hal he 
bounds from the earth, as if bis entrails were hairs; le cheval 
Volant j the Pegasus, qui a les naiines de feul When I bestride 
him, I soar, I am a hawk: he trots the air; the earth sings 
when he touches it; the basest hom of bis hoof is more musi- 
cal than the pipe of Hermes. 

OrL He's of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau, And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast for 
Perseus: he is pure air and fire; and the dull elements of 
earth and water never appear in him, but only in patient still- 
ness while bis rider mounts him: he is, indeed, a horse; and 
all other jades you may call beasts. 

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and excellent 
horse. 

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; bis neigh is like the 
bidding of a monarch, and bis countenance enforces homage. 

OrL No more, cousin. 

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, from the 
rising of the lark to the lodging of the lamb , vary deserved 
praise on my palfrey : it is a theme as fluent as the sea; tum 
the sands into eloquent tongues , and my horse is argument 
for them all: 'tis a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and 
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for a sovereign's sovereign to ride on; and for the world, 
familiär to us and unknov7n, to lay apart their particular 
functions, and wonder at him. I once writ a sonnet in bis 
praise, and began thus: "Wonder of nature," — 

Orl. I liave heard a sonnet begin so to one's mistress. 

Daiu Then did tbej imitate that which I composed to my 
coorser; for my horse is my mistress. 

OrL Your mistress bears well. 

Dan. Me well; which is the prescript praise and perfec- 
tion of a good and particular mistress. 

Con, Ma foi, methought yesterdaj your mistress shrewdly 
shook your back. 

Dau. So, perhaps, did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. 0, then, belike she was old and genüe; and you 
rode, like a kern of Ireland, your French hose ofF, and in 
your strait strossers. 

Con, You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Dau. Be wamed by me, tiien : they that ride so, and ride 
not warily, fall into foul bogs. I had rather have my horse 
to my mistress. 

Con, I had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau, I teil thee, constable, my mistress wears her own 
hair. 

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if I had a sow 
to my mistress. 

Dau, Le chien est reloumih son propre vomissement, et la 
truie lavde au bourbier: thou makest use of any thing. 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mistress; or any 
such proyerb, so little kin to the purpose. 

Ram. My lord constable, the armour that I saw in your 
tent to-night, — are those stars or suns upon it? 

Con, Stars, my lord. 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con, And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau, That may be , for you bear a many superfluously, 
and 'twere more honour some were away. 
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Con, Even as your horse beaxs your praises; who wotüd 
trot as well, were some of your brags dismounted. 

Dau, Would I were able to load him with bis desert! — 
Will it never be day ? — I will trot to-morrow a mile, and my 
way shall be paved with Englisb faces. 

Con. I will not say so , for fear I sbould be faced out of 
my way: but I wonld it were moming; for I would fain be 
about the ears of the English. 

Rom. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty prison- 
ers? 

Con, You must first go yourself to hazard , ere you have 
thera. 

Day. *Tis midnight; l'li go arm myself. [Exil, 

Orl, The Dauphin longs for moming. 

Harn, He longs to eat tilie English. 

Con, I think he will eat all he kilk. 

OrL By the white band of my lady, he*8 a gallant prince. 

Con, Swear by her foot, that she may tread out the oath. 

OrL He is, simply, the most active genüeman of France. 

Con, Doing is activily; and he will still be doing. 

OrL He never did haÄm, that I heard of . 

Con, Nor will do none to-morrow: he will keep that good 
name still. 

OrL I know him to be valiant. 

Con, I was told that by one that knows him better than 
you, 

OrL What's he? 

Con, Marry, he told me so himself ; and he siud he cared 
not who knew it. 

OrL He needs not; it is no hidden virtne in him. 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is; never any body saw it 
but bis lackey: 'tis a hooded valour; and when it appears, it 
will bäte. 

OrL Bl-will never said well. 

Con, I will cap that proverb with — There is flattery in 
firiendship. 

OrL And I will take up that with — Give the devil bis due. 
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Con. Well pläced: there Stands your friend for the devil: 
have at the very eye of that proverb, with — Apox of the deviL 

Orl, You are the better at proverbs, by how much — A 
fooVa holt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

OrL 'Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high-constable , the English lie within fif- 
teen hundred paces of your tents. 

Con. Who hath i^easured the ground? 

Mess. The Lord Grandpr^. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. — Would it 
were dayl — Alas, poor Harry of England! he longs not for 
the dawning, as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is this King of 
England, to mope with his fat-bramed foUowers so far out of 
his knowledge ! 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, they would 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads had any intellec- 
tüal armour, they could never wear such heavy head-pieces. 

Ram. That island of England breeds very yaliant crea- 
tures; their mastiffs are of unmatchable courage. 

OrL Foolish curs, that run winking into the mouth of 
a Eussian bear, and have their heads crushed like rotten 
apples! You may as well say, that's a valiant flea that dare 
eat his breakfast on the lip of a Hon. 

Con. Just, just; and the men do sympathize with the 
mastiffs in robustious and rough coming-on, leaving their wits 
with their wives: and then give them great meals of beef, 
and iron and steel, they will eat like wolves, and fight like 
devils. 

OrL Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of beef. 

Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they hare only sto- 
machs to eat, aud none to fight. Now is it timQ to ann; 
come, shall we about it? 
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Orl. It iB now two o*clock: bot, let me see, — by ten 
We shall have each a hundred EngHshmen. [Exeunt 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor, Now entertain coujectore of a time 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
FillB the wide Tessel of the universe. 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 
The hum of either army stiUy sounds, 
That the £x*d sentuiehi ahnost receive 
The Beeret whispers of each other's watch: 
Fire ancrwen fire; and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other*s mnber*d £ftce: 
Steed threatens 8teed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night*8 dull ear; and from the tents, 
The armorers, accompliahing the knights, 
With busy hammers closing riveta up , 
Give dreadful note of preparation : 
The country cocks do <srow, the docka do toll. 
And the third hour of drowsy moining name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 
The confident and over-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice; 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch , doth limp 
So tedioualy away. The poor cond^nn^d English , 
Like sacrlfices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The moming*8 danger; and their gesture sad 
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-wom coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moou 
So many horrid ghosts. 0, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin*d band 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him ciy, ^'Praise and glory on his headl" 
For forth he goes and visits all his host; 
Bids Ihem good morrow with a modes^ smile | 
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And calls them brothers, friends, and conntiTmen. 

Upon bis royal face there is no note 

How dread an army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 

Unto the weary and all-watehM night; 

But freshly looks , and over-bears attaint 

Witb cheerful semblance and sweet majesty; 

Tbat everj wretch, pining and pale beforQ, 

£ebolding bim, plucks comfort from bis looka: 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye dotb give to every one , 

Tbawing cold fear. Tben, mean and gentle all, 

Behold, as may unworthiness define. 

A little touch of Harry in the night: 

And 80 our scene must'to the battle fly; 

Where — for pity! — we sball mach disgrace 

Witb four or five most yile and ragged foils, 

Kigbt ill-di8p08*d, in brawl ridiculous, 

The name of Agincourt Yet, sit and see; 

Minding tnie tbings by wbat their moekeries be. [Exiu 

ACT IV. 
Scene L F)rance. The English camp at Agincourt. 

Enter King Hbkby, Bsx>roB]>, ond Ctlostvb. 

K, Hen. Gloster, 'tis true tbat we are in great danger; 
The greater tberefore sbonld our courage be. — 
Good morrow, brother Bedford. — €U)d Almigbly! 
There is some soul of goodness in tbings evil, 
Would men observingly distil it out; 
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirren , 
Which is both bealthful and good busbandry: 
Besides, they are our outward consciences, 
And preacbers to us all; admonisbing 
That we should dress us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather honey firom the weed, 
And make a moral of the devil bimself. 
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Enter Ebphioham. 

Good morrowj old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
^ good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish tnrf of France. 

Erp, Not so, my liege: this lodging likes me better ^ 
Since I may say, "Now lie I like a fing." 

K, Hen, 'Tis good for men to love their present pains 
lipon example; so the spiiit is eas'd: 
And when the mind is quicken*d, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunet and dead before, 
Break up their drowsy grare , and newly move 
With casted siough and fresh legerity. 
Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas. — Brothers both, 
Commend me to the pnnces in our camp ; 
Do my good morrow to them; and anoh 
Desire them all to my pavilion. - 

Clo, We shall, my liege. 

Erp. Shall I attend your grace? 

K. Hen. No, my good knigbt*, 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England: 
I and my bosom must debate awhile , 
And then I would no other Company. 

Erp. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harry! 

[Exeant Gloster^ Bedford^ and Erpingham. 

K. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart! thou speak'st cheerfülly. 

Enter Pistol. 
Pist, Qui va läf 
K. Hen. A inend. 

Pist. DiscusB imto me; art thoa offioer? 
Cr art thou base, common, and populär? 
K. Hen. I am a gentleman of a Company. 
Put Trail'st thou the puissant pike? 
K. Hen. Even so. What are you? 
Pißt. Ab good a gentleman ms the emperor. 
K. Hen. Then you are a better than tiie king. 
Pist. The king's a bawcock, and a heart of gold. 
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king: I think he would not wish himself any where but 
where he is. 

Bates, Then I would he were here alone ; so should he be 
8ur6 to be ransomed, and a many poor men's lives saved. 

K, Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish him 
here alone, howsoever you speak this, to feel other men*8 
minds : methinks I could not die any where so contented as 
in the king's Company, — his cause being just, and bis quarrel 
honourable. 

Will. That'ß more than we know. 

Baies, Ay, or more than we should seek after; for we 
know enough, if we know we are the king's subjects: if his 
cause be wrong, our obedience to the king wipes the crime 
of it out of US. 

Will. But if the cause be not good, the king himself hath 
a heavy reckoning to make, when all those legs and arms and 
heads , chopped o£P in batüe , shall join toget£er at the latter 
day, and cry all, " We died at such a place;" some swearing; 
BOme crying for a surgeon; some, upon their wives left poor 
behind them; some, upon the debts they owe; some, upon 
their children rawly left. I am afeard there are few die well 
that die in battle ; for how can they eharitably dispose of any 
thing, when blood is their argument? Now, if these men do 
not die well, it will be a black matter for the king that ied 
thcm to it; who to disobey were against all proportion of 
subjectioB. 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent about mer- 
chandise, do sinfuUy miscarry upon the sea, the Imputation 
of his wickednesB , by your rule , should be. imposed upon his 
father that sent him: or if a servant, under his master's com- 
mand transporting a sum of money, be assailed by robbers, 
and die in many irreconoiled iniquities, you may call the 
businesB af the master the author of the servant's damnation: 
— but this is not so: the king is not bound to auswer the 
particolar endings of his soldiers, the father of his son, nor the 
master of his servant; for they purpose not their death, when 
they purpose their Services. Besidea, there is co king, be his 
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Gow. I will speak lower. 

Flu, I pray you, and peseech you , that you will. 

[Exeant Gower and Fluellen, 
K. Hen. Though It appear a litüe out of fashion, 
There is mach care and valour in this Welshman. 

Enter Batbs, Coubt, and Willums. 

Court, Brother John Bates, is not that the moming which 
breaks yonder? 

Bates, I think it be : but we have no great cause to de- 
sire the approach of day. 

Wiü, We see yonder the beginning of the day, but I 
think we shall never see the end of it. — Who goes there? 

K, Hen. A friend. 

Will, Under what captain serve you? 

K, Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Wül. A good old Commander and a most kind gentleman: 
I pray you, what thinks he of our estate? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand , that look to 
be washed off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king? 

K, Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should. For, though 
I speak it to you, I think the king is but a man, as I am: the 
Wolet smells to him as it doth to me; the element shows to 
him as it doth to me; all his senses have but human condi- 
tions: his ceremonies laid by, in his nakedness he appears 
but a man; and though his affections are higher mounted 
than ours, yet, when they stoop, they stoop with the like 
wing. Therefore when he sees reason of fears, as we do, his 
fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours are: yet, in 
reason , no man should possess him with any appearance of 
fear, lest he, by showing it, should dishearten his army. 

Baies. He may show what outward courage he will; but 
I believe, a«) cold a night as 'tis, he could wish himself in 
Thames up to the neck; — and so I would he were, and I by 
him, at all adventures, so we were quit hero. 

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience of the 
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sun to ice with fimning in his face with a peacock*« feather. 
You'U never trast his word affcerl come, 'tb a foolisb saying. 

K. Hen. Your reproof k something too loimd: I should 
be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 

WüL Let it be a quarrel between tu , if 70a live. 

K. Hen. I embrace it. 

Wiü, How shall I know thee again? 

K. Hen, Give me any gage of tbine , and I will wear it in 
my bonnet: then, if ever thou dareet acknowledge it, I will 
make it my quarrel. 

WüL Here'smy glove: give me anotherof tbine. 

K. Hen. Tbere. 

WÜL Tbis will I also wear in my cap : if ever thou come 
to me and say, after to-morrow, "Tbis is my glove," by thia 
haüd, I will take thee a box on the ear. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will cballenge it. 

WüL Thou darest as well be banged. 

K, Hen, Well, I will do it, though I take thee in the 
king*s Company. 

WÜL Keep thy word: fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Mends, you Englisb fools, be friends: we have 
French quarreis enow, if you could teil how to reckon. 

K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French crown» 
to one, they will beat us ; for they bear them dn their Shoulders : 
but it is no English treason to cut French crowns; and to« 
morrow the king himself will be a clipper. [Exeunt Soldiers. 
lipon the king! — let us our lives, our souls, 
Our debts, our careful wives, 
Our children, and our sins, lay on the king! 
We must bear all. hard condition, 
Twin-bom with greatness, subject to the breath 
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel 
But bis own wringingl 

What infinite beart's-ease must kings neglect, 
That private men eiyoy! 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, — save general ceremony? 
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And wbat art thou, thou idol ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou, that suffer'st more 
Of mortal grie£s than do thy worshippers? 
Wliat are tiiy rents? what are thj comings-iu? 

ceremony, show me bat thy worth! 
What is thy sool, adoration? 

Art thou aught eise but place, degree, and form, 

Creating awe and fear in other men? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear*d 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink*8t thou oft, instead of homage sweet, 

But poison'd flattery? 0, be edck, great greatnesBi 

And bid thy ceremony giye thee eure! 

Think'st thou the fieiy fever will go out 

With titles blown from adulation? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending? 

Canst thou, when thou command'st the beggar*s knee, 

Command tiie health of it ? No , thou proud dream , 

That play'st so subtly with a king's repose: 

1 am a kmg that find thee; and I know 
'Tis not the bahn, the sceptre, and the ball, 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
The intertissu'd robe of gold and pearl, 
The farc^d tiüe nmning *fore the king, 
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high Bhore of this world, — 
No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 
Not all these , laid in bed majestical, 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave, 
Who , with a body fiU*d and vacant mind , 
Gets him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread; 
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell; 
But, like a lackey, £rom the rise to set, 
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in JSlysium; nezt day, after dawn, 
Doth rise, and help Hyperion to his horse; 
And follows so the ever-running year, 

ßhäkeapeare, HJ. 16 
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With profitable labour, to bis grave: 

And but for ceremony, such a wretch , 

Winding up days with toil and nigbts with sleep , 

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave , a member of the country's peace , 

Enjoys it; but in gross brain little wots 

What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace , 

Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 

Enter Ebpinghah. 

Erp. My lord , your nobles , j ealous of your absence , 
Seek through your camp to find you. 

K. Hen, Grood old knight, 

Collect them all together at my tent: 
ru be before thee. 

Erp. 1 shall do't, my lord. [Exit. 

K, Hen. Grod of battlesi steel my soldiers* hearts; 
Possess them not with fear; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, if th' oppos^d numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them! — Not to-day, Lord, 
0, not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compassing the crown! 
I Eichard's body have interrM new; 
And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears 
Than from it issu*d forcM drops of blood: 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a-day their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have built 
Two chantries , where the sad and solenm priests 
Sing still for Blchard's soul. More will I do; 
Though all that I can do is nothing worth, 
Since that my penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 

Enter Glosteb. 

Glo» VLj liege! 

K, Hen. My brother Gloster's voice? — Ay; 

I know thy errand, I will go with thee: — 
The day, my Mends, and all thlngs stay for me. [ExeunU 
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ScENE n. The Frenck camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Osleans, Bambubes, anä others, 
Orl. The 6un doth gild our armour; up, my lords! 
Dau. Montez ä cheval! — My horse! varlei^ laquaisl ha! 
Orl, brave spiriti 
Dau, Vial — les eaux et la terre, — 
Orl, Rien puisf Vcdr et le /cw, — 
Dau, Ciell cousin Orleans. 

Enter Ck>n8table. 
Now, my lord constablel 

Con. Hark, how onrsteedsforpresent Service neigh! 

Dau, Mount them, and make incision in their hides, 
That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 
And dout them with superfluous courage, ha! 

Ram, What, will you have them weep our horses* blood? 
How shall we, then, behold their natural tears? 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mes8. The English are embattled, you French peers, 
Con. To horse, you gaUant princes! straight to horse I 
Do but behold yond poor and starvM band, 
And your fair show shall suck away their souls , 
Leaving them but the shales and husks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins 
To give each naked curtle-axe a stain, 
That our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 
And sheathe for lack of sport : let us but blow on them, 
The vapour of our valour will o'ertum them. 
'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords, 
That our superfluous lackeys and our peasants, — 
Who in unnecessary action swarm 
About our Squares of battle , — were enow 
To pur^e this field of such a hilding foe \ 

16» 
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Though we upon this mountain's basis bj 

Took stand for idle speculation, — 

Bat that our honours must not. Wbat's to say? 

A veiy little little let us do , 

And all is done. Then let the trompets sound 

The tucket-sonance and the note to mount: 

For our approach shall so mach dare the field, 

That England shall couch down in fear, and yield. 

Enter Gtbandpbb. 

Grand. Why do you stay so long , my lords of France? 
Yond Island Carrions, desperate of their bonos, 
Ill-favooredly become the moming field: 
Their raggM cortains poorly are let loose, 
And our «r shakes them paasing scomfidly : 
Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar*d host , 
And faintly throngh a rasty beaver peeps : 
The horsemen sit like fized candlesticks , 
With torch-staves in their band; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips, 
The gam down-roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale doli mouths the ginunal-bit 
Lies foal with chew'd grass, still and motionless; 
And their exäcutors, the knavish crows, 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words 
To d^monstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con, TheyVe said their prayers , and they stay for death. 

Dau, Shall we go send them dinners and fresh suits, 
And give their fasting horses provender, 
And after fight with them? 

Con, I stay bat for my guidon: — to the field I — 
I will the banner from a trampet take , 
And use it for my haste. Come, come, awayl 
The sun is high, and we outwear the day. 

[Exwni. 
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SoEiTB in. The English camp. 

B»Ur (he English host; Gtlosteb, Bedford, Exeteb, Salisbub7| 

and Westhobeland. 

Olo. WhereiBtheking? 

Bed, The king himself is rode to view their batüe. 

West. Of fighting-men they bave fall three-score thousancU 

Exe, There*B five to one; beaides, they all are fresh. 

Sal. €k>d's arm strike with usl *tiB a fearful odds. 
Gk)d b' wi' 70U, princes all; I'll to my Charge: 
If we no more meet tili we meet in heaven, 
Then, joyMly, — my noble Lord of Bedford, — 
My dear Lord Gloster, — and my good Lord £zeter, — 
And my kind kinsman, — warriors all, adieu! 

Bed, Farewell, good Salisbury ; and good lack go with thee I . 

Exe, Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day: 
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fram*d of the firm trath of valoar. [Exit SaUshurtf^ 

Bed, He is as fall of valoar as of kindnesa ; 
Princely in both. 

Enter King Henbt. 

West. , that we now had here 

Bat one ten thoatuuid of thoae men in England 
That do no work to-day I 

K. Ben. What*8 he that wishet so? 

My coasin Westmoreland? — No, my fEur coobui: 
If we are mark'd to die , we are enow 
To do oar coontry loss; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honoor. 
Gk>d'8 wiUI I pray thee , wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold; 
Nor care I who doth feed apon my cost; 
It yeams me not if men my garments wear ; 
Such oatward things dwell not in my desires: 
Bat if it be a sin to covet honoar, 
I am the most offending soal alive. 
No, faith| my coz, wish not a man £rom England: 
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Grod'ß peace! I wonld not lose so great an honour, 

As one man more, methinks , would share from me, 4 

For the best hope I have. , do not wish one more l 

Kather proclaim it, Westmoreland , through my host, * 

That he whlch hath no stomach to this fight, 

Let him depart; his passport shall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his pnrse : ! 

We would not die in that man*8 Company 

That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call'd the feast of Crispian: 

He that outHves this day, and comes safe home , 

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam*d , 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall live this day, and see old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours , 

And say, "To-morrow is Samt Crispian:" 

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 

And say, "These wounds I had on Crispin*s day." 

Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot, 

But he*ll remember with adyantages 

What feats he did that day: then shall our names. 

Familiär in their mouths as household words, — 

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 

Be in their flowing cups fireshly remember*d. 

This stoiy shall the good man teach his son; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne*er ga by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it shall be rememberM, — 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother; be he ne^er so vile, 

This day shall genüe his condition: 

And genüemen in England now a-bed 

Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not here; 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day. 
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Re-enter Salisbukt. 

ScU. My ßoyereign lord , bestow yourself with speed: 
The French axe bravely in their batties set, 
And will with all expedience Charge on us. 

K, Heu, All things are ready, if our minds be so. 

WesU Perish the man whose mind is backward now! 

jBT. Hen, Thou dost not wish more help from England , coz? 

WesU God's willl my liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help, might fight this battle out! 

K. Hen. Why , now thou hast unwish'd ^yq thousand men ; 
Which likes me better than to wish us one. — 
You know your places: God be with you alll 

Tucket, Enter Montjot. 

Moni, Once more I come to know of thee , King Harry, 
If for thy ransom thou wilt now Compound, 
Before tiiy most assur^d oyerthrow: 
For certainly thou art so near the gulf , 
Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy, 
The constable desires thee thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of repentance; that their souls 
May make a peaceM and a sweet retire 
From off these fields, where, wretches, their poor bodies 
Must lie and fester. 

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now? 

Moni. The constable of France. 

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former ans wer back : 
Bid them achieve me, and then seU my bones. 
Good G^d! why should they mock poor feUows thus? 
The man that once did seil the lion's skin 
While the beast liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. 
A many of our bodies shall no doubt 
Find native graves; upon the which, I trust, 
Shall witness live in brass of this day's work : 
And those that leave their yaliant bones in France , 
Dying Uke men, though buried in your dunghills, 
They shall be fiuxi*d^ for there the sun shall greet them, 
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And draw their hononrs reeking up to hcaven; 

Leaving their earthly parte to choke jour clime , 

The smell whereof shedl breed a plague in France. 

Mark, then, aboonding valour in our English; 

That, being dead, like to the bullefs grazing, 

Break ont into a second conrse of mischief , 

Killing in r^lapse of mortalify. 

Let me speak proudly: — teil the constable 

We are but warriors for the working-day; 

Our gajness and onr gilt are all besmiräi*d 

With rainy marching in the painful field; 

There'ß not a piece of feather in our host, — 

Good argoment, I hope , we will not fly, — 

And time hath wom us into sloyenry: 

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim; 

And my poor soldiers teil me, yet ere night 

They'll be in fresher robes; or they will pluck 

The gay new coats o'er the French soldiers' heads, 

And tum them out of service. If they do this, — 

As, if God please', they shall, — my ransom then 

Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour; 

Come thou no more for ransom, genüe herald: 

They shall have none , I swear , but these my joints , — 

Which if they have as I will leave *em them, 

Shall yield them little, teil the constable. 

Moni, I shall, King Harry. And so , fare thee well : 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit, 

K. Hen» I fear thoult once more come again for ransom. 

Enter the Duke of York. 

York. My lord , most humbly on my knee I heg 
The leading of the vaward. 

K, Hen, Take it, brave York. — Now, soldiers, march 
away; — 
. And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the dayl 

[ExetmL 
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ScBNB IV. 7%e fidd of hattle. 

Alarums: excursians. Enter French Soldier, Pistol, and Boy. 

Pist, Yield, cur! 

ipy*. SoL Je pense que vous etes le gentükomme de honne 
qwüiii, 

PisL Qualityl Callmo^ castore mel axt thou a gentleman? 
what is thy name? discuss. 

Fr. SoL O Seigneur Dieul 

PisL 0, Signieur Dew should be a gentleman: — 
Perpend my words, Signieur Dew, and mark ; — 
O Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox, 
Except, signieur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ransom. 

Fr, SoL O, prenez misiricordel ayez pitt^ de moil 

PisL Moy ßhall not seive; I will have forty moys; 
Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat 
In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr, SoL Est'ü impossible d*echapper la force de ton brast 

PisL Brass, cur! 
Thou damn^d and luxurious mountain-goat, 
Offer'st me brass? 

Fr, SoL 0, pardonnez-moil 

PisL Say*st thou me so? is that a ton of moys? — 
Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French 
What is bis name. 

Boy, Ecoutez: comment ites-vous appeUt 

Fr. SoL Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy, He says bis name is Master Fer. 

PisL Master Fer! TU fer bim, and firk hmi, and ferret 
bim: — discuss the same in French unto bim. 

Boy, I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and firk, 

PisL Bid him prepare; for I will cut bis throat. 

-FV". SoL Que dit-üy monsieurf 

Boy, n me commande de vou$ dire que vous fcuies voue 
pret; cor ce soldcU id est disposd tout ä cette heure de couper 
votre gorge. 
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Pist Out, eouper la gorge, par ma foi, 
Peasant, unless ihou giye me crowns, brave crowns; 
Cr mangled shalt fhou be by this mj sword. 

Fr, SoL Oj je vous supplie, pour Vamour de Dieu, me par- 
donner! Je suis gentükomme de bonne maison: gardez ma vie, 
et je vous donnerai deux cents dcus. 

Pist, Wliat are bis words? 

Boy. He prays 70a to save bis life : be is a gentleman of 
a good bouse ; and for bis ransom be will giye 70a two bun- 
dred crowns. 

Pist, Tellbimmy fdry sbaUabate, and I 
Tbe crowns will take. 

jy*. SoL Petit monsieur, que dit-üt 

Boy, Encore qi^ü est contre son jurement de pardonner 
aucun prisonnier, n^anmoins, pour les icus que voxas Vavezpro- 
mis, ü est content de vious donner la lihertd, le franchisement. 

Er, SoL Sur mes genoux je vous donne male remerctmens; 
et je m^estime heureux que je suis tomhd entre les mains d*un 
Chevalier, jepense, leplus brave, vaUlant, et trh-distingud seig- 
neur d*Angleierre, 

Pist. Expound unto me, hoy, 

Boy, He gives 70a, upon bis knees, a tbousand tbanks; 
and be esteems bimself bapp7 that be batb fallen into tbe 
bands of one, as be tbinks, tbe most brave, valorous, and 
tbrice-wortb7 signienr of England. 

Pist, As I suck blood , I will some merc7 sbow. — 
FoUow me, cur. [Exit, 

Boy, Svwez-vous le grand capitmne, {Exit Prench Soldier,] 
I did never know so fall a voice issne &om so empt7 a beart: 
bat tbe 8a7ing is tnie, — Tbe empty vessel makes tbe greatest 
sonnd. Bardolpb and N7m bad ten times more valonr tban 
tbis roaring devil i' tbe old pla7, tbat eveiy one ma7 pare bis 
nails witb a wooden dagger; and tbe7 ^^ hoih. banged; and 
80 wonld tbis be, if be durst steal an7 tbing adventurousl7. 
I most 8ta7 witb tbe lackeys, witb tbe luggage of our camp : 
tbe Prench migbt bave a good pre7 of us, if be knew of it; 
for tbere is none to guard it but bo7s. [Exit, 
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ScENB y. Anoiher pari of ihe fidd of hattle. 

Alarums, Enter Constable , Orleans , Boubbon , DaupMn , 

Rambübbs , and others. 

Con. diablel 

Orl. Seignear I — le jour est perdu , tout est perdu I 

Dan, itforr (femavte/ all isconfounded, all I 
Beproach and eyerlasting shame 
Sit mocking in our plumes. — mdchanie fortunet — 
Do not run away. [A short lUarum. 

Con, Whjj all our ranks arö broke. 

Dau, perdarable shame! — lefs stab ourselves. 
Be these the wretches that we play'd at dice for? 

OrL Is this the king we sent to for his ransom? 

Bour, Shame, and etemal shame, nothing but shame! 
Let 's die in honour: once more back again; 
And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in band, 
Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door 
Whilst hy a slave, no gentler than my dog, 
His fairest daughter is contaminate. 

Con, Disorder, that hath spoil*d us, friend us now! 
Let US on heaps go offer up our lives. 

OrL We are enow, yet living in the field, 
To smother up the English in our throngs, 
If any order might be thought upon. 

Bour. The devil take order now! I'U to the throng: 
Let life be eliort; eise shame will be too long. [Exeunt, 

Sgbbb vi. Anoüier part of the field, 

Alarums, Enter Eing Hbnbt and Forces^ Exetbb, and others, 

K, Ben, Well have we done, thrice-valiant countrymen: 
Bttt all's not done; yet keep the French the field. 

£^e. The Duke of York commends him to your majesty. 
K Hen, liyes he, good unde? thiice within this hour 
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I saw him down; thrice up again, and fighting; 
From helmet to the spur all blood he was. 

Exe, In which array, braye soldier, doth he lie, 
Larding the piain; and bj his bloody side, 
Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds, 
The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies. 
Suffolk first died: and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to hinii where in göre he laj insteep^d, 
And takes him by the beard; kisses the gashes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face; 
And cries aload, <*Tany, dear cousin Suffolk! 
My sonl shall thine keep Company to heaven; 
Tany, sweet soul, for mine, then fly a-breast; 
As in this glorions and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our chivaliyl" 
Upon tiiese words I came , and cheer*d him up: 
He smil'd me in the face , raught me his band , 
And , with a feeble gripe , says , *< Dear my lord ^ 
Commend my service to my sovereign." 
So did he tum, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his womided arm, and kiss'd his Ups; 
And so, espons'd to death, with blood he seal'd 
A testament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and sweet manner of it forc'd 
Those waters &om me which I would have 8topp*d; 
Bat I had not so mach of man in me, 
And all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me np to tears. 

K. Ben, I blame yon not; 

For, hearing this , I mast perforce Compound 
With mistftd eyes, or they will issue too. — [AUarwn. 

Bat, hark! what new alarum is thib same? — 
The French have reinforc*d their scatter'd men: — 
Then eveiy soldier kill his prisoners; 
Oive the word throogh. [EserniL 
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Sgxhb yU. Another pari of the fiM, 

Alarums. Enter Fldbllbh anä Gt>WEB. 

Flu. Kill the poys and the laggagel 'tis expressly against 
fhe law of arms: 'tis as airant a piece of knaYeiy, mark you 
now, as can be offered; in yonr conscience, now, is it not? 

Gow. 'Tis certain theie*s not a boj leffc alive; and the 
cowardly rascals that ran from the batÜe ha' done this 
slaoghter: besides, thej have bnmed and carried away all 
that was in the king's tent; wherefore the king, most wor- 
thily, hath cansed eveiy soldler to cat bis piisoner's throat. 
O, 'tis a gallant king! 

Flu. Ay, he was pom at Monmouth, Captain Qower. What 
call you the town's name where Alezander the Pig was pom? 

Gow. Alezander the Great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig great? the pig, or the 
great, or the mighty, or the huge, or Üie magnanimons, are 
all one reckonings, save the phrase is a litüe variations. 

Gow. I think Alezander the Great was bom in Macedon: 
bis father was called Philip of Macedon, as I take it. 

Flu. I think it is in Macedon where Alezander is pom. 
I teil you, captain, if you look in the maps of the 'ozld, I 
Warrant you shall find, in the comparisons between Macedon 
and Monmouth, that the sitoations, look you, is both aUke. 
There is a river in Macedon; and there is also moreover a 
liver at Monmouth: it is called Wye at Monmouth; but it is 
out of my prains what is the name of the other river; but 'tis 
all one, 'tis alike as my fingers is to my fingers, and there is 
salmons in both. If you mark Alezander's life well, Hairy 
of Monmouth's life is come after it indifferent well; for there 
is figures in all thiogs. Alezander, — Got knows, and you 
know, — in bis rages, and bis furies, and bis wraths, and bis 
cholers, and bis moods, and bis displeasures, and his indigna- 
tions, and also being a litÜe intozicates in bis praias, did, in 
bis ales and bis angers, look you, kill his pest Mend, Cleitus. 

Gow. Our king is not IDlc bim in that: be never killed 
anj of bis Mends. 
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Fhi, It IS not well done , mark you now, to take the talea 
out of mj mouth, ere it is made and finished. I speak but in 
the figores and comparisons of it: as Alexander killed his 
Mend Cleitus, being in his ales and his cnps; so also Harry 
Monmouth , being in his right wits and his goot judgments, 
tumed away the fat knight with the great-pelly doublet: he 
was füll of jeets, and gipes, and knayeries, and mocks; I 
have forgot his name. 

Gow, Sir John Fabtaff. 

Flu. That is he : — I'll teil you there is goot men pom at 
Monmouth. 

Chw. Here comes his majesty. 

Alarum, Enter EJng Henbt wiih apart ofthe English forces; 
Wabwick, Glosteb, Exster, and oikers. 

K, Ben, I was not angry since I came to France 
Until this instant. — Take a trumpet, herald; 
Ride thou unto the horsemen on yond hül: 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or Toid the field; they do offend our sight: 
If they'll do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them skirr away, as swiffc as stones 
Enforc^d from the old Assyrian slings : 
Besides, we'U cut the throats of those we haye; 
And not a man of them that we shall take 
ShaU taste our mercy: — go, and teil them so. 

Exe, Here comes the herald of the French, my liege. 

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they us^d to be. 

Enter Montjoy. 

K. Hen, How now! what means this, herald? know^it 
thou not 
That I haye £n*d these bones of miue for ransom? 
Com'st thou again for ransom V 

Mont No , great king : 

I come to thee for charitable license 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field 
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To look our dead, and then to buiy them; 
To Bort our nobles from our common men; 
For many of our princes — woe the while — 
Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenaiy blood; 
So do our Yulgar drench their peaeant limbs 
In blood of princes; and their wounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deep in göre, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armöd heels at their dead masters, 
Eilling them twice. 0, giye us leave , great king , 
To yiew the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies ! 

K, Hen. I teil thee truly, herald, 

I kno w not if the day be ours or no ; 
For yet a many of your horsemen peer 
And gallop o*er the field. 

Mont, The day is yours. 

K Hen. PraisM be God, and not our strength , for itl — 
What is this Castle calFd tbat Stands hard by? 

Mont, They call it Agincourt. 

K. Hen, Then call we this the field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crispin Crlspianus. 

Flu, Your grandfather of famous memory, an*t please 
your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward the Plack Prince 
of Wales, as I haye read in the chronicles, fought a most 
prave pattle here in France. 

K,Hen, They did, FlueUen. 

Flu, YoTir majesiy says veiy true: if your majesty is 
rememfoered of it, the Welshmen did goot service in a garden 
where leeks did grow, wearing leeks in their Monmouth caps; 
which, your msgesty knows, to this hour is an honourable 
padge of the service; and 1 do peHeye your majesty takes no 
Bcom to wear the leek upon Saint Tavy's day. 

K, Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour; 
For I am Welah, you know, good countiyman. 

Ftu, All the water in Wye cannot wash your majesty*« 
Welsh plood out of your pody, I can teil yoa that: Got pless 
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it, and preserve it, as long as it pleaaes bis grace, and bis 
migesty tool 

Äl Hen, Thankfl, good my countryman. 

Flu, By Cheshu, I am yoar majesty'B conntiTmaji, I care 
not who know it; I will confess it to all the 'orld: I need not 
to be asbamed of your majeety, praised be Got , so long as 
your migesty is an honest man. 

K, Hen. Grod keep me so I — Gar heralds go witb bim : 
Bring me just notice of tbe numbers dead 
On both onr parts. — Call yonder fellow hither. 

[Points to Williams, Exeunt Heralds toith Montjoy, 

Exe, Soldier, you must come to tbe king. 

K, Hen, Soldier, wby wearest thou tbat glove in tby cap? 

Wm, AxCi please your majesty, 'tb tbe gage of one tbat 
I sbould figbt witbal, if be be sdive. 

K, Hen, An Englisbman? 

Wiü, AxCi please your majesty, a rascal tbat swaggered 
witb me last night; who, if alive, and ever dare to cballenge 
tbis glove, I baye swom to take bim a box o' tb' ear: or if I 
can see my glove in bis cap, which be swore, as he was a sol- 
dier, be would wear if alive, I will strike it out soundly. 

K, Hen. Wbat think you, Captain Fluellen? is it fit tbis 
soldier keep bis oath? 

Flu, He is a craven and a villain eise , an*t please your 
majesty, in my conscience. 

K. Hen. It may be lüs enemy is a gentleman of great sort, 
quite from the answer of bis degree. 

Flu, Thougb he be as goot a gentleman as tbe tevil is, 
as Lucifer and Beelzebub hunself , it is necessaiy, look your 
grace, tbat he keep bis vow and bis oath: if he be perjured, 
see you now, bis reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jack- 
sauce, as ever bis plack shoe trod upon Gh>t*8 ground and bis 
earth, in my conscience, la. 

K, Hen, Then keep tby vow, sirrab| wben thou meetest 
ihe fellow* 

WüL SoIwiUimy liege, aal live* 



•CBHETU.] KlXa HENRY V. 257 

K. Hen. Who servest thou under? 

WüL Under Captain Gower , my liege. 

Hu, Gower is a goot captain , and is goot knowledge and 
literatured in the wars. 

K, Hen. Call Mm hither to me , soldier. 

WüL I will, my liege. [Exit. 

K. Hen. Here , Fluellen; wear thou this favour for me , and 
stick it in thy cap : when Alen^on and myself were down to- 
gether, I plucked this glove &om his heim : if any man chal- 
lenge this, he is a &iend to Alen^on, and an enemy to our 
person; if thou enoounter any such, apprehend him, an thou 
dost me love. 

Ftu. Your grace does me as great honours as can be de- 
sired in the hearts of his subjects : I would fain see the man, 
that has but two legs, that shall find himself aggriefed at this 
gloye, that is all; but I would fain see it once, an please Got 
of his grace that I might see. 

K. Hen. Knowest thou Gower? 

Mu. He is my dear friend, an please you. 

K. Hen. Fray thee, go seek him, and bring him to my tent 

Flu. I will fetch him. [ExiU 

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, and my brother Gloster, 
Follow Fluellen closely at the heels: 
The gloYe which I have given him for a favour 
May haply purchase him a box o* th' ear; 
It is the soldier's; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick: 
If that the soldier stiike him , — as I judge 
By hb blunt bearing, he will keep his word, — 
' Some sudden mischief may arise of it; 
For I do know Fluellen valiant, 
And, touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder, 
And quiekly wül retum an injury: 
Follow, and see there be no härm between them. — 
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. 

\ExeunU 

Shakesptare. 111, 17 
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ScKHS yin. Before King Hbnbt's pamUon. 

ErUer Goweb and Williams. 
Wiü. I Warrant it is to knight 70a, captain. 

Enter E^uelleh. 

Flu. Grot's will and his pleasure, captain, I peseech 70a 
now, come apace to the king: there is more goot toward 70a 
peradventore than is in 70ur knowledge to dream of. 

Will, Sir, know 70U this glove? 

Flu, Know the glove! I know the glove is a glove. 

Will. I know this; and thus I challenge it. [Strikes Mm. 

Flu. *Splood, an arrant traitor as an7's in the universal 
'orld, or in France, or in England! 

Gow. How now, sir! 70U villain! 

Will, Do 70U think I'll be forswom? 

Flu. Stand awa7, Captain Gower; I will give treason his 
pa7inent into plows, I Warrant 70U. 

Will. • I am no traitor. 

Flu. That*8 a lie in th7 throat. — I Charge 70a in his 
majesiy's name, apprehend him: he*s a fnend of the Doke 
Alen^on's. 

Enter Wabwick and Glostbb. 

War. How now, how now! what*s the matter? 

Flu. M7 Lord of Warwick, here is — praised be Got for 
it! — «a most contagious treason come to light, look 70a, as 70a 
shaU desire in a summer's da7. — Here is his majesty. 

Enter King Hbiibt and Exeteb. 

K. Hen. How now! what's the matter? 

Flu, M7 liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, look 
70ur grace , has strack the glove which 70ur majesty is take 
out of the helmet of Alen^on. 

Will. M7 liege, this was m7 glove ; here is the fellow of it; 
and he that I gave it to in change promised to wear it in his 
cap: I promised to strike him, Ü he did: I met this man with 
m7 glove in his cap , and I have been as good as my word. 
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Ftu, Your majesty liear now, saving your majesty^s man- 
hood, what an arrant, rascally, beggarly, lousy knaye it is: I 
hope your majesty is pear me testimony, and witness, and will 
avouchment, that this is the glove of Alen^on, that yonr ma- 
jesty is give me, in your conscience, now. 

K. Hm. Giye me thy glove, soldier: look, here is the 
fellow of it. 

'Twas I, indeed, thou promised'st to strike; * 
And thou hast given me most bitter terms. 

Flu, An please yonr majesty, let bis neck answer for it, 
if there is any martial law in the *orld. 

K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction? 

Wül. All offences, my liege, come from the heart: never 
came any £rom mine that might offend your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

WüL Yonr majesty came not like yourself: you ap« 
peared to me but as a common man; witness the night, your 
garments, your lowliness; and what your highness ^uffered 
under that shape, I beseech you take it for your own fault, 
and not mine: for had you been as I took you for, I made 
no offence; therefore, I beseech yonr highness, pardon me. 

K, Hen, Here, uncle Ezeter, £11 this glove with crowns, 
And give it to this fellow. — Keep it, fellow; 
And wear it for an honour in thy cap 
Till I do challenge it. — Give him tlie crowns: — 
And, captain, you must needs be friends with him. 

Hu. By this day and this light, the fellow has metüe 
enough in bis pelly. — Hold, there is twelve pence for you; 
and I pray you to serve Got, and keep you out of prawls, 
and prabbles, and quarreis, and dissensions, and, I Warrant 
you, it is the petter for you. 

Wül, I will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a goot will; I can teil you, it will serve 
you to mend your shoes: come, wherefore should you be so 
pasbfiil? your shoes is not so goot: *tis a goot silling, I war> 
rant you, or I will change it. 

17 ♦ 
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Enter an English Herald. 
K Ben, Now, herald, — are the dead number'dV 
Her, Here ia the number of the slaughter'd French. 

[DeUvers a paper, 

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken , uncle ? 

Exe. Charles duke of Orleans , nephew to the king; 
John duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqnalt: 
Of other lords and barons , knights and sqiures , 
Füll fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

ÜT. Hen, This note doth teil me of ten thousand French 
That in the field lie slam: of princes, in this number, 
And nobles beanng banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-six: added to these, 
Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
Eight tiiousand and four hundred; of the which, 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb'd knights: 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost, 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries; 
The resi are princes, barons, lords, knights, squires. 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 
The names ofthose their nobles that lie dead, — 
Charles Delabreth, high-constable of France; 
Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France ; 
The master of the cross-bows, Lord Bambures; 
Great-master of France, the brave Sir Guiscard Dauphin; 
John duke of Alen^on; Antony duke of Brabant, 
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy; 
And Edward duke of Bar: of lusty earls, 
Grandpr^ and Boussi, Fauconberg and Foix, 
Beaumont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestrale. 
Here was a royal fellowship of death! — 
Where is the number of our EngUsh dead? — 

[Herald presents another paper, 
Edward the duke of York , the Earl of Suffolk , 
Sir Kichard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire; 
None eise of name; and of all other men 
But five and twenty. — Grod, thy ann was herei 
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And not to ns, but to thy arm alone^ 
Ascribe we alll — Wben, without stratagem, 
Bat in piain shock and even play of battle , 
Was ever known so great and little loss 
On one part and on Ül* other? — Take it, God, 
For it is only thine ! 

Exe. *Tis wonderfdl! 

K. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the village: 
And be it death proclaim^d through our host 
To boast of this, or take that praise from God 
Wbich is bis only. 

Flu. Is it not lawfdl, an please your majesty, to teil bow 
many is killed? 

K. Hen. Yes, captain; bat witb this acknowledgment, 
That God fooght for us. 

Flu, Yes, my conscience, he did as great goot. 

K. Hen. Do we all holy rites: 
Let there be sang Non nobis and Te Deum. 
The dead with charity enclos'd in clay, 
We'il then to Calais; and to England then; 
Where ne*er from France arriv'd more happy men. [Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 
Chor. Yoachsafe to those that have not read the stoiy, 
That I may prompt them: and of such as baye, 
1 humbly pray them to admit th* excase 
Of time, of numbersy and dae coorse of things, 
Which cannot In their hage and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Toward Calais: grant bim there; there seen, 
Heave him away apon your wing^d thoagbts 
Athwart the sea. Bebold, the English beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and boys, 
Whose shouts and claps out-voiee the deep-moath*d sea, 
Wbich, like a mighty whiffler 'fore the king, 
Seems to prepare bis way: so let him land; 
And solemnly see him set on to London. 
So swift a pace hath thoaght, that even now 
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You may imagine him upon Blackheath; 

Where that hiis lords desire him to have bome 

His brois^d helmet and bis bended eword 

Before him through the dty: he forbids it, 

Being free ftom Tamness and Belf-gloiioiis pride; 

Giving fall trophy, signal, and ostent, 

Quite ftom himself to God. Bat now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-house of thought, . 

How London doth pour out her Citizens! 

The major, and all his brethren, in best sort, — 

Like to the Senators of th* antique Kome , 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, — 

Gk> forth, and fetch their conquering Csssar in: 

As, by a lower but loving Ukelihood, 

Were now the general of our gracioos empress — 

As in good time he may — from Lreland Coming, 

Bringing rebellion broach^d on his sword, 

How many wonld the peacefol city qnit, 

To weloome himi mudi more, and much more cause, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ; — 

As yet Üie lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England's stay at home; 

The emperor coming in behalf of France , 

To Order peace between them; — and omit 

All the occurrences, whateyer chanc'd, 

Till Harry's back-retnm again to France: 

There mnst we bring him; and myself have play'd 

The interim, by remembering you 'tis past. 

Then brook abridgment; and your eyes advance, 

After your thoughts , straight back again to France. [Exü. 

ACT V. 
ScEHB I. France, An English court ofguard^ 

Enter Fltjellbn cand Gowxb. 

Gow. Nay, that's right; but why wear you your leek to* 
day? Saint Davy's day is past 
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Ru. There is occasions and causes why and wherefore in 
all ihings: I Tnll teil 70U, as my Mend, Captain Gower: — 
the rascaUy, scald, peggarly, loosy, pragging knave, Pistol, 
— which 70U and yourself, and all the 'orld, know to be no 
petter thsui a fellow, look yon now, of no merits, — he ig 
come to me, and prmgs me pread and salt yesterday, look 
joviy and pid me eat my leek: it was in a place where I conld 
not preed no contention with him; bat I will be bo pold as to 
wear it in my cap tili I see him once again, and then I will 
teil him a little piece of my desires. 

Gow, Why, here he comes, swelling like a turkey-cock. 

Flu, 'Tis no matter for his sweUings nor his torkey-cocks. 

Enter Pistol. 

Got pless you, Auncient Pistol! you scnrvy, lousy knave, 
Got pless you! 

Pist Ha! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst, base Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca's fatal web? 
Hence ! I am qnalmish at the smell of leek. 

Ftu. I peseech you heartily, seurvy, lousy knave, at my 
desires, and my requests, and my petitions , to eat, look you, 
this leek: because, look you, you do not love it, nor your 
affections, and your appetites, and yoiir digestions, does not 
agree with it, 1 would desire you to eat it. 

Pist Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Ru, There is one goat for you. [Strikes Tum,] Will you 
be so goot, scald knave, as eat it? 

Pist, Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scald knave, — when Got's will 
is: I will desire you to live in the mean time, and eat your 
yictuals: come, there is sauce for it. [Strikes Tum agam,] You 
called me yesterday mountain-squire; but 1 will make you to- 
day a squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to: if you can 
mock a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gow, Enough, captain: you have astonished him. 

ftu. I say, I will make him eat some part of my leek, or 
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I will peat liis pate four days. — Pite, I pray you; it is goot 
for your green wound and your ploody coxcomb. 

Pist. Mustibite? 

Flu, Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and out of questioii 
too, and ambiguities. 

Pist By this leek , I will most borribly revenge : 
I eat and eat, I swear — 

Ru, Eat, I pray you: wiU you have Bome more sauce to 
your leek? there is not enougb leek to awear by. 

Pist Quiet thy cudgel; thou dost see I eat. 

Ru. Müch goot do you, scald knave, heartily. Nay, pray 
you, throw none away; the skin is goot for your proken cox- 
comb. Wben you take occasions to see leeks hereafter, I pray 
you, mock at *em; that is all. 

Pist Good. 

Ru. Ay, leeks is goot: — hold you, there is a groat to 
heal your pate. 

Pist Me a groat! 

Ru, Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take it; or I have 
another leek in my pocket, which you shall eat. 

Pist I take thy groat in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in cudgels: 
you shall be a woodmonger , and buy nothing of me but cud- 
gels. Got b' wi' you, and keep you, and heal your pate. [FJxit 

iHst All hell shall stir for this. 

Gow. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly knave. 
Will you mock at an ancient tradition, — begun upon an 
honourable respect , and worn as a memorable trophy of pre- 
deceased valour, — and dare not avouch in your deeds any 
of your words? I have seen you gleeking and galling at this 
gentlemän twice or thrice. You thought, because he could 
not speak English in the native garb , he could not therefore 
handle an English cudgel: you find it otherwise; and hence- 
lorth let a Welsh correction teach you a good English con- 
dition. Fare ye well. [Exit 

Pist Doth Fortune play the huswife with me now? 
News have I, that my Neil is dead i* the spital 
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Of malady of France; 

And there mj rendezrous ig qiiite cat off. 

Old I do wax; and from my weaiy limba 

HoBonr is cudgell'd. WeU , bawd will I tum , 

And something lean to cutpurse of quick band. 

To England vnll I steal , and there I'll steal: 

And patehes will I get unto these scara, 

And Bwear I got them in the Gallia wars. [ExiL 

ScsNx n. Troyes in Champagne» An apartment m ihe 

French King's palace. 

Enter, from one side, King Hbnry, Bedfosd, Glosteb, £xet£B, 
Wabwick, Wsstmobbland , and otlier Lords; from Ihe other 
side, ^AeFrencb King, Queen Isabel, the Princess Kathabinb, 
AucE, otA^r Ladies, and Lords; tA^ Duke of Buboundt, and 

Ms Tram. 

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wberefore we are met! 
Unto our brotber France, and to our sister, 
Health and fair time of day ; — J07 and good wishes 
To our most fair and prinoely cousin Kathanne; — 
And , as a brauch and member of this royally, 
By whom this great assembly is contriv'd, 
We do Salute you, Duke of Burgundy ; — 
And, princes French, and peers, health to you all! 

Fr. Kmg. Bight joyous are we to behold your face , 
Most worthy brother England; fairly met: — 
So are you, princes English, every one. 

Q, Isa, So happy be the issue , brother England , 
Of this good day and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes; 
Your eyes, which hitherto have bome in them 
Against the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks: 
The yenom of such looks, we fairly hope, 
Haye lost their quaUty; and that this day 
Shall changc all giiefs and quairels into love« 



266 EWa HENRY V. t^CT V* 

K, Een. To cry amen to tliat, thus we appear. 

Q. Isa. Yott Ebiglish princes all, I do salute jou. 

Bur, My duly to you both , on equal loye , 
Great Kings of f^rance and England^I That IVe labour'd, 
With all my wits , my pains , and strong endeavours , 
To bring yonr most impeiial majesties 
Unto thiB bar and royal interview, 
Your mightinesB* on both parts best can witness. 
Since, tben, my Office haüi so far prevail'd, 
That, face to face and royal eye to eye, 
You have congreeted, let it not disgrace me, 
If I demand, before Üiis royal view, 
What rub or what impediment there is, 
Wby that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenty, and joyfiil births, 
Should not, in this best garden of the world, 
Onr fertile France, put up her lovely visage? 
Alas, she hath from France too long been chas'dl 
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 
Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unprun^d dies; her hedges even-pleach'd , 
Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair, 
Fat forth disorder'd twigs; her fallow leas 
The damel, hemlock, and rank fümitory, 
Do root upon, while that the conlter rusts, 
That shoiüd deracinate such sayagery; 
The even mead, that erst brooght sweetly forth 
The &eckled cowslip, bnmet, and green dover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceiyes by idleness, and nothing teems 
Bat hatefdl docks, rough thistles, kecksies, bors, 
LfOsing both beauty and utilily. 
And as onr vineyards, falle ^s, meads, and hedges, 
Defeetiye in their natures, grow to wildness, 
Even so onr houses, and ourselyes and children, 
Haye lost, or do not learn for want of time, 
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The sciences that should become onr country; 
Bat grow, like savages, — as soldiers will, 
That nothmg do but meditate on blood, — 
To swearing, and stem looks, diffiisM attire, 
And eyeiy thing that seems ünnatural. 
Which to reduce into oor former favoor, 
You are assembled: and my speech entreats 
That I msLj know the let, whj gentle Peace 
Should not ezpel these inconyeniences, 
And bless us with her former qualities. 

K Hen. If , Duke of Burgundj, you would the peace | 
Whose want giyes growth to th' imperfections 
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With fcdl accord to all our just demands ; 
Whose tenours and particular effects 
You haye, enschedul'd briefly, in your hands. 

Bur. The king hath heard them; to the which as yet 
There is no answer made. 

K. Hen. Well , then , the peace , 

Which you before so urg'd, lies in his answer. 

Fr, King, I haye but with a cursorary eye 
O'erglanc'd the artides: pleaseth your grace 
T' appoint some of your Council presenüy 
To sit with US once more, with better heed 
To re-survey them, we will suddenly 
Pass our accept and peremptory answer. 

K, Hen, Brother, we shall. — Go, uncle £zeter, — 
And brother Clarence, — and you, brother Gloster, — 
Warwick, — and Huntingdon, — go with the king; 
And take with you free power to ratity, 
Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see adyantageable for our dignity, 
Any thing in or out of our demands; 
And we'U consign thereto. — Will you, fair sister, 
GK> with the princes, or stay here with us? 

Q- /«o. OUr gracious brother, I will go with them: 
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Haplj a woman's voice maj do some good , 
Wben artideB too nicelj urg'd be stood on. 

K. Hen, Yet leave our coosin Katharine here with us: 
She is our capital demand, compris'd 
Within the fore-rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

[Exeunt all except Henrys Katharine, and Alice, 

K, Hen, Fair Katharine, and most fair! 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear, 
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Kath, Your majesly shall moek at me; I cannot speak 
your England. 

K, Hen, fair Katharine, if you will love me soundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to hearyou confess it 
brokenly with your English tongue. Do you lue me, Kate? 

Kath, Pardonnez-moiy I cannot teil vat is "like me." 

K,Hen, An angel is like you, Kate, and you arelike an angel. 

Kath. Que dit'üf quejesuis semblahle ä le$ angesf 

Alice, Out, vraiment, sauf votre grace, aznsi dit-il. 

K, Hen, I said so, dear Katharine; and I must not blush 
to affirm it. 

Kath, hon Dieul les langues des hommes sont pleines de 
tromperies, 

K, Hen, What says she, fair one? that the tongues of 
men are fiill of deceits? 

Alice, Oui, dat de tongues of de maus is be füll of de- 
ceits, — dat is de princess. 

K, Hen, The princess is the better Englishwoman. I' 
faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy understanding: I am 
glad thou canst speak no better English; for, if thou couldst, 
thou wouldst find me such a piain king, that thou wouldst 
think I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no ways 
to mince it in love, but directly to say, "I love you:" then, 
if you urge me fdrther than to say, "Do you in faith?" I 
wear out my suit. Give me your answer; i' faith, do; and so 
dap hands and a bar^ain: how say you « lady ? 



ÖCÄNBn.] KtNG.HENHT V. 269 

KatTi. Saufvotre Ttonneur^ me nnderstand vell. - 

K, Hen. Many, if you wottld put me to verses or to 
dance for yonr sake, Kate, why, you undid me: for the one, 
I have neither words nor measure; and for the other, I have 
no strength in measure, yet a reasonable measure in strength. 
If I could win a lady at leap-frog, or by yaulting into my 
saddle wlth my armour on my back , under the correction of 
bragging be it spoken, I should quickly leap into a wife. Or 
if 1 might buffet for my love , or bound my horse for her 
favoufs, I could lay on like a butcher, and sit like a jack- 
an-apes, never off. But, before God, Kate, I cannot look 
greenly, nor gasp out my eloquence, nor I have no cunmng 
in protestation; only downright oaths, which I neyer use tiU 
urged, nor never break for urging. If thou canst love a fei- 
le w of this temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun-bum- 
ing, that neyer looks in bis glass for love of any thing he 
fiees there, — let thine eye be thy cook. I epeak to thee piain 
Boldier: if thou canst love me for this, take me; if not, to say 
to thee that I shaU die, is true, — but for thy Iotc, by the 
Lord, no; yet I love thee too: And while thou livest, dear 
Kate, take a fellow of piain and uncoined constancy; for he 
perforce must do thee right, because he hath not the giffc to 
woo in other places: for tiiese fellows of infinite tongue, that 
can rhyme themselves into ladies' favburs, they do alwaya 
reason themselves out again. What! a Speaker is but a pra- 
ter; a rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall; a straight 
back will stoop; a black beard will tum white; a curled pate 
will grow bald; a fair face will wither; a füll eye will waz 
hollow: but a good heait, Kate, is the sun and the moon; or, 
rather, the sun, and not the moon, — for it shines bright, and 
never changes, but keeps bis course truly. If thou would 
have such ä one, take me: and take me, take a soldier; take 
a soldier, take a king: and what say est thou, then, to my 
love? speak, my fair, and jfoirly, I pray thee. 

Kaih. Is it possible dat I sould love de enemy of France ? 

K, Hen, No; it is not possible you should love the enemy 
of France, Kate: but, in loving me, you Ahould love the 
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friend of France; for I love France so well, that I \n]l not 
part with a YÜlage of it; I will have it all mine: and, KatOp 
when France is mine and I am yours, then yonrs is Franca 
and 70U are mine. 

Kaih, I cannot teil yat is dat. 

K, Hen. No, Elate? I will teil thee in French; which I 
am sure will hang upon my tongue like a new-married wife 
about her husband's neck, hardly to be shook off. Quandfai 
la possession de France^ et quand votis avez la possesston de moi^ 
— let me see, what then? Saint Denis be my speedl — done 
votre est France et vous etes mienne. It is as easy for me, Kate, 
to conquer the kingdom, as to speak so much more French: 
I shall neyer moye thee in French, unless it be to laugh 
at me. 

Kath. Sauf votre honneur, le Frangais que vous parlez, ü esi 
meilleur que VAnglais lequel Je parle, 

K. Hen, No, faith, is't not, Kate: but thy speaking o( 
my tongue, and I thine, most truly-falsely, must needs be 
granted to be mach at one. But, Kate, dost thou understand 
Sias mach English, — Canst thou love me? 

Kath, I cannot teil. 

K, Hen, Can any of your neighbours teil, Kate? 1*11 ask 
them. Come, I know thou lovest me: and at night, when 
you come into your closet, you'll question this genüewoman 
about me; and I know, Elate, you will to her dispraise those 
parts in me that you love with your heart: but, good Kate, 
mock me merdfully; the rather, genüe princess, because I 
love thee cruelly. If ever thou beest mine, Kate, — as I have 
a saving faith within me teils me thou shalt, — I get thee 
with scambling, and thou must ther<efore needs prove a good 
soldier-breeder: shall not thou and I, between Saint Denis 
and Saint George, Compound a boy, half French, half Eng« 
lish, that shall go to Constantinople and take the Turk by 
the beard? shall we not? what sayest thou, my fair flower* 
de-luce? 

Kath, I do not know dat. 

K Hen. Ko; 'tis hereafter to know, but now to promiset 
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do but now promise, Kate, you will endeavour for your 
French part of such a boy; and for my EnglJBh moiety take 
the Word of a king and a bachelor. How answer you, la plu9 
helle KcUharme du monde^ mon trh-chh-e et düme diesset 

Kaih, Your majesti aye fausse French enough to deceive 
de most sage demoisdle dat is en France. 

K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French! By mine hon- 
our, in true English, I loye thee, ELate: by which honoor I 
dare not swear Üiou lovest me; yet my blood begins to flatter 
me that thou dost, notwithstancÜng the poor and untempting 
effect of my yisage, Now, beshrew my father's ambition! he 
was thinkmg of civil wars when he got me: therefore was I 
created with a stubbom outside, with an aspect of iron, that, 
when I come to woo ladies, I fright them. But, in faith, 
ELate, the eider I wax, the better 1 shall appear: my comfort 
is, that cid age, that ill layer-up of beauty, can do no more 
spoil upon my face: thou hast me, if thou hast me, at the 
worst; and thou shalt wear me, if thou wear me, better and 
better: — and therefore teil me, most fair Eatharine, will you 
have me? Put off your maiden blushes; avouch the thoughts 
of your heart with the looks of an empress; take me by the 
band, and say, *^ Harry of England, I am thine:" which word 
thou shalt no sooner bless mine ear withal, but I will teil thee 
aloud, '^England is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, 
and Henry Plantagenet is thine;" who, though I speak it 
before bis face, if he be not fellow with the best king, thou 
shalt find the best king of good fellows. Come, your answer 
in broken music, — for thy yoice is music, and thy English 
broken; therefore, queen of all Katharines, break thy mind 
to me in broken English, — wilt thou haye me? 

KaÜL Dät is as it sali please de rot mön phre, 

K Hen, Nay, it will please him well, Kate, — it shall 
please him, Kate. 

Kaih. Den it sali also content me. 

K Hen. Upon that I kiss your band, and I ocdl you my 
queen. 

Kaüi. LaisseZf mon seigneur^ Uduest^ Udsuz; mafoi^jene twtu 



L 



272 KING HBNfiY V. [ACTT, 

pomi que vous abcassiez votre grandeur en bcusant la main d*une 
votre indigne servüeur; ezcustz-moi, je vous suppUe^ mon tr^' 
puissant sdgneur, 

K. Hen, Then I will kiss jovx lips, Kate. 

Kath. Les dames et demoiselles pour Ure haisies devant leur 
noces, ü rCest pas la coutume de France. 

K. Hen. Madam my Interpreter, what says ehe? 

Alice, Dat it ia not be de fashion pour les ladies of France, 
— I cannot teil vat is haiser en Anglish. 

jST. Hen. To kiss. 

Alice, Your majesty entendre bettre que moi. 

K, Hen, It is not a fasMon for the maids in France to 
kiss before they are married, would she say? 

AHce. Ouiy vraimenU 

K. Hen, Kate, nice customs court'sy to great kings. 
Dear ELate, yoa and I cannot be confined within the weak 
list of a c'ountry's fasbion: we are the makers of manners, 
Kate; and the Überty that follows our piaces stops the mouth 
of all find-faults, — as I will do yours for upholding the nice 
fashion of your country in denying me a kiss: therefore, pa- 
tiently and yielding. [Kissing Tier.l You have witchcraft in 
your Ups, Kate: there is more eloquence in a sugar touch of 
them tiian in the tongues of the French Council; and they 
should sooner persuade Harry of England than a general 
Petition of monarchs. — Here comes your father. 

Be-enter ihe French King and Queen, BuBauKDY, Bbdfobd, 
Glostbü, Exbtbb, Warwick, Westmobeland, &c. 

Bur, €h>d Bare your majesty! my royal cousin, 
Teach you our princess English? 

K» Hen, I would bare her leam, my fair conain, how 
perfecüy I love her; and that is good English. 

Bur, Is she not apt? 

K, Hen, Our tongue is rough, coz, and my oonditlon is 
not smooth; so that, having neiüier the roice nor the heart of 
flattery about me, I cannot so conjure up the spirit of love in 
her, that he will appear in bis trae Ukeness. 
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Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirlifa , !f I anewer you 
fbr that. If you would co^jure in her, you must make a 
cirde; if oenjure up loye in her in his true llkeness, he must 
appear nak^ and blind. Can you blame her, then, being a 
maid yet rosed-oyer with the virgin erimson of modesty, if 
she deny the appearance of a naked blind boy in her naked 
seeing seif? It were, my lord, a bard condition for a maid to 
^onsign to. 

K Hm, Yet they do wink and yield, — as loye is blind 
and enforceB. 

Bur. They are then ezeused, my lord, when they see not 
what they do. 

K, Hen. Then, good my lord, teach your cousin to con« 
sent winking. 

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, if you will 
teach her to know my meaning: for maids, well summered 
and warm kept, are like flies at Bartholomew-tide , blind, 
though they haye their eyes; and then they will endure band« 
ling, which before would not abide lookiog on. 

K, Hen, This moral ties me oyer to time and a bot sum« 
mer; and so I shall catch the fly, your cousin, in the latter 
end, and she must be blind too. 

Bur, As loye is, my lord, before it loyes. 

K, Hen, It is so: and you may, some of you, thank love 
for my blindness, who cannot see many a fair French city for 
one fak French maid that Stands in my way. 

Er. King. Yes, my lord, you see them perspectively, the 
eitles tumed into a maid; for they are all girdled with maiden 
waUs that war hath neyer entered. 

K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife? 

Fr, King, So please you. 

K. Hen. I am content; so the maiden eitles you talk of 
may wait on her; so the maid that stood in the way for my 
wish shall show me the way to my will. 

Fr. King. We haye consented to all terms of reason. 

K, Hen. Is't so, my lords of England? 
f ^ West. The king hath granted eyery article: — 

ffk<xketpear$, JH. 18 
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His danghter first; and then, in sequel, all, 
According to their firm propos^d natures. 

Exe, Onlj, he hath not jet subscrib^d this: — 
Where your majesty demands, that the King of France, hav- 
ing any occasion to write for matter of grant, shall name your 
higlmess in this form and with this adcütion, in French, Notre 
irh-cher fh Henri ^ rot d*Ängleterrej heiter de France; and 
thus in Latin, Praclarissimus /Uius noster Henrtcus, rex AngluKj 
et hceres Franda, 

Fr. King, Nor this I have not, brother, so denied, 
But your request shall make me let it pass. 

K. Hen, I pray you, then , in love and dear alliance , 
Let that one article rank with the rest; 
And thereupon giye me your daughter. 

Fr. King, Take her, fair son; and from her blood raise up 
Issue to me; that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores look pale 
With eni^ of each other's happiness, 
May cease their hatred; and this dear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that ne*er war advance 
His bleeding sword 'twizt England and fair France. 

All. Amen! 

K, Hen. Now, welcome, Kate; — and bear me witness all, 
That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. [Flourislu 

Q« Isa, God , the best maker of all marriages , 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one! 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love, 
So be there *twizt your kingdoms such a spousal , 
That never may ill office, or feil jealousy, 
Which troubles oft the bed of blessM marriage, 
Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league; 
That English may as French, French Englisbmen , 
Beceiye each other! — €rod speak this A^en! 

All, Amen! 

K. Hen, Prepare we for our marriage: — on which day, 
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My Lord of Burgiindy, we'll take your oath, 
And all the peers', for Burety of our league. — 
Then shall I swear to Kate , and you to me ; 
And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be! 

[SenneU Exeunt, 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen, 

Our bendlng author hath piirsu*d the stoiy; 
In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangling by starts the fiill course of their glory. 
Small time, but, in that small, most greatly Uy'd 

This star of £ngland: Fortune made his sword; 
By which the world's best garden he achiev'd, 

And of it leffc his son imperial lord. 
Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did this king succeed; 
Whose State so many had the managing, 

That they lost France» and made his England bleed: 
Which oft our stage hath shown; and, for their sake, 
In your fair minds let this acceptance take. [Exit. 
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ACT I. 
ScENB I. Westminster Abbey, 

Deaä march, The corpse ofKmg Henry the Fifth, in State, ?> 
hrought in, attended on hy the Diikes of Bedford, Gloster, and 
ExETER, the £arl of Warwick, the Bishop of Winchester ^ 

Heraids, jrc. 

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield day to night! 
Comets, importing change of times and states, 
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky, 
And Yirith them scourge the bad revolting stars 
That have consented iinto Henry 's death I 
Henry the Fifth, too famous to live longl 
England ne*er lost a king of so mach worth. 

Glo, England ne*er had a king until bis time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command: 
His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams ; 
His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings ; 
His sparkling ey es , replete with wrathful fire , 
More dazzled and drove back his enemies 
Than mid-day snn fierce bent against their faces. 
What should I say? his deeds exceed all speech: 
He ne'er Hft up bis band , but conquer^d. 

&e. We moum in black: whymoum we no^ blood? 
Henry is dead, and never shall revive: 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend; 
And death's dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify, 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
Whatl shall we curse the planets of mishap 
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow? 
Or shall we think the subüe-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afiraid of him, 
By magic verses haye contriyM his end? 

Win, He was a king bless'd of the King of kings. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment-day 
So dreadfdl will not be as was his sight. 
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The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought: 
Tho church*8 prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The chuTch! where Ib it? Had not churchmen pray'd, 
His thread of life had not so soon decay'd: 
Noue do jou like bat an effeminate prince, 
Whom , like a schoolboj, you may over-awe. 

Win. Gloster , whate'er we like , thou art protector , 
And lookest to command the prince and reahn. 
Thy wife is proud; she holdeth thee in awe, 
More than God or religious chnrchmen may. 

Glo, Name not religion, for thou loy'st the flesh^ 
And ne'er throughout the year to chureh thou go'st, 
Ezoept it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed, Cease, cease these jars, and rest your minds in peace ! 
Let's to the altar: — heralds, wait on us: — 
Instead of gold, we*ll offer up our arms; 
Since arms avaü not, now that Henry 's dead. — 
Posterity, await for wretched years , 
When at their mothers' moist eyes babes shall suck ; 
Our isle be made a marish of salt tears, 
And none but women left to wall the dead. — 
Henry the Fifthl thy ghost I invocate; 
Prosper tliis realm, keep it firom civil broils! 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 
A far more glorious star thy soul will make 
Than Julius Caesar or bright Berenice. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My honourable lords, healtib to you all ! 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 
Of loss , of slaughter , and discomfiture : 
Guienne, Champagne, Rheims, Ronen, Orleans, 
Paris, Guysors , Poictiers, are all qnite lost 

Bed. What say*8t thou, man! before dead Henryks corse 
Speak softly, or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him hurst his lead, and rise from death. 

Glo, Is Paris lost? isRouenyieldedup? 
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If Henry were recalFd to life again, 

These news would cause him onoe more yield the ghoBt. 

Exe, How were they lost? what treachery was us'd? 

Mes8, No treachery; but want of men and money. 
Amongst the soldiers this is mütterM, 
That here you mafntam several f actione; 
And, whilst a field shoold be dispatch'd and fought, 
You are disputing of your generals: 
One would have Hngering wars, with little cost; 
Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings; 
And a thirdt thinks, wlthout ezpense at aU, 
By guilefol fair words peace may be obtain'd. 
Awake , awake , English nobility ! 
Let not sloth dim your honours new-begot: 
Cropp'd are the flower-de-bices in your arms; 
Of England's coat one half is cut away. 

Exe, Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
These tidings would call forth their flowing tides. 

Bed, Me they concern; regent I am of France. — 
Give me my steeled coatl TU %ht for France. 
Away with these disgracefnl widling robes! 
Wounds will I lend the French, instead of eyes, 
To weep their intermissive miseries. 

Enter a second Messenger. 

See. Mess, Lords, view these letters, fall of bad mischance. 
France is revolted from the English quite, 
Except some petty towns of no impört: 
The Dauphin Charles is crown^d king in Rheims; 
The Bastard of Orleans with him is join'd; 
Beignier, duke of Ai\joa, doth take his part; 
The Duke of Alencon flieth to his side. 

Exe, The Dauphin crownM king! all fly to him! 
0, whither shall we fly from this reproach? 

Glo, We will not fly, but to our enemies' throats : — 
Bedford, if thoa be slack, 111 fight it out 

Bed, Gloster, why donbt'st thoa of my forwaxdnes«? 
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An armj have I muster'd in mj ]tbougLts , 
Wherewith already France 10 ovexnin. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

Third Mess, M7 gracioiis lords y to add to yonr laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Hemy's hearse, 
I must infonn jou of a dismal fight 
Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the Frenck 

Win. What! wherein Talbot oyercama? is't so? 

Third Mess. 0, no; wherein Lord Talbot was o'erthrown: 
The circumstance I'U teil 70a more at large. 
The tenth of August last, this dreadful lord, 
Betiring from the siege of Orleans, 
Having fall scarce six thousand in his troop, 
By three-and-twentj thousand of the French 
Was round encompass^d and set upon. 
No Icisure had he to enrank his men; 
He wanted pikes to set before his archers; 
Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck'd out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground ooiäusedly, 
Tp keep the horsemen off £rom breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continu^d; 
Where vaUant Taibot, above human thought, 
Enacted wonders with his sword and lance: 
Ilundreds he sent to heU, and none durst stand him; 
Here, there, and every where, enrag'd he flew: 
The French ezclaim'd, the devil was in arms; 
AU the whole army stood agaz'd on him: 
His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 
*' A Talbot l a Talbotl** cried out amain, 
And rash*d into the beweis of the battle. 
Here had the conquest fdlly been seal'd up, 
If Sir John Fastolfe had not play'd the coward: 
He, being in the vaward, — plac'd behind, 
With purpose to relieye and follow them, — 
Cowardly fled, not having Struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre^ 
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Rdg. Salibbury is a desperate homicide; 
He fighteth as one weary of his life. 
The other lords, like lions wanting food, 
Do rush upon us as their hungry prej. 

Alen. Froissart, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and ßowlands bred 
During the time Edward the Third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified; 
For none bat Samsons and Goliases 
Jt sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten! 
Lean raw-bon'd rascalsl who would e'er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity? 

Chxir, Let*s leave this town; for they arehare-brain'd slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them be more eager: 
Of old I know them; rather with their teeth 
The walls they'll telir down than forsake the siege. 

Reig, I think, by some odd gimmers or device, 
Their arms are set like clocks, still to strike on; 
Else ne'er could they hold out so as they do. 
By my consent, we*ll even let them alone. 

Alen. Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast. Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have news for him. 

Chxir. Bastard of Orleans, thnce welcome to us. 

Bast, Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer appall'd: 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence? 
Be not dismay'd, for succour is at band: 
A holy maid hither with me I bring, 
Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven, 
Ordain^d is to raise this tedious siege, 
And drive the English forth the bounds of Franoe. 
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath, 
Excceding the nine sibyls of old Korne: 
What's past and whafs to come she can descry. 
Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words, 
For they are certain and unfallible. 
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Chor. €k), call her in. {Eaäi Bastard.'l Bat firat, tofzy 
herBkilL 
JEteignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place: 
Question her proudly; let thy looks be stei^n: 
By this means ahall we sound what skill she haüu [Retires* 

Re-eiUer ihe Bastard of Orleans, wilh La Pucbli^b. 

Reig. Fair maid , is't thou wilt do these wondrous f eats ? 

Pue, Beignier, is't thou that thinkest to beguile me? — 
Where is the Dauphin? — Come, come from behind; 
I know thee well, though never seen before. 
Be not amaz*d, there*8 nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with thee apart. — 
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 

Reig. She takes upon her bravelj at first dash. . 

Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd*8 daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To shine on my contemptible estate: 
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs , 
And to 8un*8 parching heat display*d my oheeksy 
God's mother deignM to appear to me, 
And, in a vision füll of majesty, 
Will*d me to leave my base vocation, 
And freo my country from calamity : 
Her äid she promis*d, and assur'd success: 
In cdmplete glory she reveaUd herseif; 
And, whersas I was blaek and swart before, 
With those clear rays which she infu8*d on me 
That beauty am I bless'd with which you see. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 
And I will answer unpremeditated: 
My cburage tiy by combat, if thou dar'st, 
And thou shalt find that lezceed my sex. 
Besolve on this, — thou shalt. be fortunate, 
If thou r^ceive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char, Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high tenosi 
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O11I7 ihiß proof 1*11 of Üiy valour make , — 
In Single combat thoa ehalt bnckle with me; 
And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true \ 
Otherwise I renounce aU confidence. 

Puc, I am prepar'd: here is my keen-edg'd sword, 
Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on each side; 
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine's churcbyard, 
Out of a deal old iion I chose forth. 

Giar. Then come, 0* Q-od's name; I fear no woman. 

Puc. And, while I live, I'll ne'er fly from a man. 

[Tkey fifjhU 

Char, Stay, stay thy hands! thon art an Amazon, 
And fightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc, Christ'B mother helps me, eise I were too weak. 

Char. Whoe'er helps thee , 'tis thou that must help me : 
ImpatienÜy I bum with thy desire; 
My heart and hands thou hast at onee subdu*d. 
Excellent Pucelle , if thy name be so , 
Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be : 
'Tis the fVench Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc, I must not yield to any rites of love, 
For my profession's sacred from above : 
When I have chas^d iedl thy foes from hence , 
Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char, Meantime look gracious on thy prostrate thrall. 

Reig. My lord , methinks , is veiy long in talk. 

Älen, Doubtless he shiiyes this woman to her smock; 
Ebe ne'er could he so long protraet his speech. 

Reig, Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean? 

Alen. He may mean more Ihan we poor men do know : 
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reig, My lord, where are you? what devise you on? 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

Puc, Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants! 
Fight tiU the last gasp; I will be your guard. 

Char, What she says, III confirm: well fight it out. 

Pu€. Assign*d am I to be the English scourge. 
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This night the siege assuredly 111 raise : 
Eixpect Saint Martin's Sommer, halcjon days^ 
Since I have enternd into these wars. 
GI017 is like a circle in the water, 
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself , 
Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nanght 
With Heniy's death the finglish circle ends; 
Dispers^d are the glories it included. 
Kow am I like that proud-insulting ship 
Which Cffisar and his fortime bare at once. 

Ckar, Was Mahomet InspirM with a dove? 
Thou with an eagle art inspir^d, then. 
Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 
Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters, were like thee. 
Bright Star of Venus , f aU'n down on the earth , 
How maj I reverent worship thee enough? 

Alen, Leave off delajs, and let us raise the siege. 

Reig. Woman, do what thon canst to save our honours; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 

Chor. Presently we'll try : — come, let*s away about it ; — 
No prophet will I trost, if she prove false. [ExeunU 

ScKNB III. London, Before the gates ofthe Tower. 

Enter Ihe Duke of Gik>stsb, müi Jus Serving-men m blue coats, 

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this day: 
Since Henry's death, I fear, there is conveyance. — 
Where be these warders, that they wait not here? 
Open the gates; 'tis Gloster that calls. [Servants knock, 

First Warder, [toiüun] Who*s there that knocketh so im- 
periously? 

Firel Serv, It is the noble Duke of Gloster. 

Second Warder, [mihin] Whoe'er he be,you may notbeletia 

Fbrst Serv. YiUainB, answer you so the lord protector? 

Ftrst Warder. [toitkm] The Lord protect himl so we an* 
swer him: 
We do no otherwise than we are will*d. 
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Glo. Who willM you? or whose will stand» but mlne? 
There*B none protector of the reaim bat I. — 
Break np the gates, 1*11 be jour warrantize: 
Shall I be flouted thus hj donghill grooms? 

\Gloster*8 Serving-men rush ai the Tower-gates, 

Wooävüle, [wiüiin] Whatnoise Ib this? what traitort have 
wehere? 

Glo. Lieatenant, is it yoa whose voice I hear? 
Open the gates; here's Gloster that would enter. 

Wooävüle, [tDÜhm] Have patience, noble doke^ I may 
not open; 
The Cardinal of Winchester forbids: 
From him I have ezpress commandment 
That thou nor none of thine -shall be let in. 

Glo, Faint-hearted WoodvlUe, prizest him 'fore me, — 
Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate, 
Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er could brook? 
Thou art no friend to God or to the king: 
Open the gates, or I'U shut tiiee out shortly. 

Serving-men. Open the gates nnto the lord protector: 
We'll borst them open, if yott come not qnickly. 

[Glostei^s Serving-men nah again ai the Tower-gates, 

Enter Winghestbb, wiih Ms Serving-men in tawny coats, 

Win, How now, ambitioas Homphreyl what means this? 

Glo. Peel'd priest, dost thou eonunand me be shut oat? 

Win. I do, thou most nsurping proditor, . 
And not prote&tor , of the king or rcahn. 

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspu'ator, 
Thou that eontriT'dtft to murder our dead lord; 
Thou that giv'st whores indulgences to sin: 
ril canvass thee in ihy broad eardinal's hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win, Nay, stand thou back*; I will not budge a foot: 
This be Damascus, be thou eurs^d Cain, 
To ßlay thy brother Abel , if thou wilt. 

Glo. 1 will not slay thee , bat I'll drive thoe back: 
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Thy Bcarlet robes as a child's bearing-doth 
1*11 use to cany thee out of this place. 

Win, Do what thou dar'st; I beard thee to thy face. 

Glo, WhatI am I dar*d, and bearded to my face? — 
Draw, men, for all this privileg^d place; 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. — Priest, beware your beard; 
I mean to tag it, and to cuff you soundly: 
Under my feet I'll stamp thy cardinal's hat; 
In spite of Pope or dignities of church, 
Here by the cheeks I'U drag thee up and down. 

Win, Gloster, thou wilt answer this before the Pope. 

Glo, Winchester goose! I cry, a ropel a ropel — 
Now beat them hence; why do you let tiiem stay? — 
Thee TU chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's array. — 
Out, tawny-coats! — out, scarlet hypocritel 

.Here Glosteb and Jus Serving-men attack the other party; and 
enter in the hurly-burly the Mayor of London cmd Officers. 

May. Fie, lordsl that you, being supreme magistrates, 
Thus contumeliously should break the peacel 

Glo, Peace, mayor I thou know'st little of my wrongs: 
Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 
Hath here distrain'd the Tower to his use. 

Win, Here^s Gloster, a föe to Citizens; 
One that still motions war, and never peace, 
O'ercharging your free purses with large fines; 
That seeks to overthrow religion, 
Because he is protector of the realm; 
And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himself king, and supprcss the prince. 

Glo, I will not answer thee with words, but blows. 

[Here they skirmish again. 

May, Naught rests for me, in this tumultuous strife, " 
But to make open proclamation: — 
Come, officer; as loud as e'er thou canst. 

Off, [reads\ "All manner of men assembled here in arms 
this day against God's peace and the king's, we Charge and 

8häk«8pear$, lU, 19 
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command jou, in his highness* name, to repair to your several 
dwelling-places; and not to wear, handle, or use any sword« 
weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of deatii." 

Glo. Cardinal , 111 be no breaker of the law : 
But wo shall meet, and break onr minds at large. 

Win, Gloster, well meet; to thj dear cost, be snre: 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this day*8 work. 

May. m call for clubs , if you will not away : — 
This cardinal's more haughty tiian the devil. 

Glo, Major f farewell: thou dost bat what thou mayst. 

Win, Abominable Gloster! goard thy head; 
For I intend to have it ere lon^. 

[Exeuntj severculy^ Gloster and Winchester toiA 
iheir Sermnff'men, 

May. See the coast dear'd, and then we will depart. — 
Good Grod, these nobles should such stomachs bear! 
I myself fight not onee in forty year. [Exeunt^ 

ScBNB lY. Erance. Before Orleans, 

Enter^ on the voaüs^ the Master-Gunner and his Son. 

M. Gun, Sirrah, thou know'st how Orleans is besieg'd, 
And how the English have the subnrbs won. 

Son, Father , I know; and oft have shot at them , 
Howe*er, unfortunate , I miss'd my aim. 

M, Gtm, But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 
Something 1 must do to procure me grace. 
The piince's 'spials have inform^d me 
How th' English, in the suburbs close intrench'd, 
Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city ; 
And thenoe discover how with most advantage 
They may vex us with shot or with assault. 
To intercept this inconvenience, 
A piece of ordnance 'gainst it I have plac'd; 
And eyen tliese three days have I watch'd, if I 
Could see them. 
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Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy'st any, ran and bring me word; 

And thou shalt &id me at the govemor's. [ExiL 

San. Father, I Warrant 70U; take you no care; 
X'll never trouble you, if I may spy them. 

Enter y in an upper Chamber ofa iower, the LordB Saubbuby and 
Talbot, Sir William Gt4Ansdalb, Sir Thomas GABaBAVE, and 

others, 

SaL Talbot , my lif e , my joy, again return'd ! 
How wert thou handled being prisoner, 
Cr by what means gott'st thou to be releas'd, 
Discourse, I prithee , on tbis tarret*s top. 

Tal, The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner 
Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles; 
For him was I exchang'd and ransomM. 
But with a baser man-of-arms by far, 
Once, in contempt, they would have barter'd me: 
Which I, disdaining, scorn'd; and craved death 
Hather than I would be so vile-esteem'd. 
In fine, redeem'd I was as I desir'd. 
But, 0, the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart! 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute, 
If I now had him brought into my power. 

SaL Yet teU'st thou not how thou wert entertain'd. 

Tal, With scoffs, and scoms, and contumelious taunts. 
In open market-place produc*d they me, 
To be a public spectade to aU: 
Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 
The scarecrow that affirights our children so. 
Then broke I from the officers that led me, 
And with my nails digg*d stones out of the ground , 
To hurl at Üie beholders of my shame: 
My grisly countenance made others fly; 
None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 
In iron walls they deem'd me not secure; 
So great fear of my name 'mosgst them was spread. 
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That they suppos'd I could rend bars of steel, 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant: 
Wherefore a goard of chosen shot I had, 
That walk*d about me every minute-while; 
And if I did bat stir out of mj bed, 
Beady they were to shoot me to the heart. 

ScU. 1 grieve to hear what torments you endur'd ; 
But we will be revengM sofficiently. 
Now it is supper-time In Orleans: 
Here, through this secret grate, I count each one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify: 
Let US look in; the sight will much delight thee. — 
Sir Thomas Gargrave and Sir William Grlansdale, 
Let me haye your express opinions 
Where is best place to make our battery nezt. 

Gar. I think, at the north gate*, for there stand lords. 

Glcm. And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 

Tai, For aught I see, this city must be famish^d, 
Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

[Shot from the totjon, Salübury and Sir Thomas 
Gargrave fall. 

Sal, Lord, have merey on os, wretched sinnersl 

Gar, Lord , have mercy on me , woful man! 

Tal. What chance is this that suddenly hath cross^d us? — 
Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak: 
How far'st thou, mirror of all martial men? 
One of thy eyes and thy cheek*s side strack off! — 
Accurs^d tower! accursM fatal hand 
That hath contriy*d this woful tragedy! 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o^ercame; 
Henry the Fifth he first train'd to the wars; 
Whilst any trump did sound , or dram Struck up , 
His sword did ne*er leave striking in the field. — 
Yet liy'st thou, Salisbury? though thy speech doth £ail, 
One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace: 
The sun with one eye vieweth all the wodd. — 
Heaven^ be thou gx^oufl to none allvej 



j 
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If Salisbuiy wants mercy at thj bände! — 
Bear hence bis bodj; I will belp to bury it. — 
Sir Tbomas G-argraye, bast tbou anj life? 
Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to bim. — 
Salisbury, cbeer thj spirit witb tbis comfort; 
Tbou sbalt not die wlnles — 
He beckons witb bis band, and smiles on me, 
As wbo sbould say, '^ YTben I am dead and gone , 
Hemember to avenge me on tbe Frencb." — 
Plantagenet, I will; and, Nero-like, 
Play o^ tbe lute, bebolding tbe towns bom: 
Wretcbed sball France be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard; afterwards an alarum, 
Wbat stir is tbis? wbat tomult's in tbe beavens? 
YiTbence cometb tbis alanim and tbis noise? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hess. My lord , my lord , tbe Frencb bave gatber'd bead : 
Tbe Daapbin, witb one Joan la Pucelle join*d, — 
A boly propbetess new risen up , — 
Is come witb a great power to raise tbe siege. 

[Salisbury lifts himselfup and groans, 

Tal, Hear, bear bow dying Salisbury dotb groan! 
It irks bis beart be cannot be reveng'd. — 
Frencbmen, 1*11 be a Salisbury to you: — 
Pucelle or puzzel, dolpbin or dogfisb, 
Your bearts 1*11 stamp out witb my borse's beels , 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. — 
Convey me Salisbury into bis tent: 
Tben we*ll tiy wbat tbese dastard Frencbmen dare. 

[Exeunt^ hearing out Ihe bodies, 

Sceub Y. Before one of ihe gaies of Orleans, 

Alarums, Skirmishings, Enter Taibot, pursuing ihe Daupbin, 
drives Mm in, and exit: ihen enter La Pucbllb , drimng Engltsh" 

men before her^ and exit after them: ihen re-enter Talbot. 

TaL Wbere is my strengtb, my yalour, and my force? 
Our Snglisb troops retirei I cannot stay tbem; 
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A woman clad in annour chaseth them. 
Here , here ehe comes. 

Re-enier La Pdobllb. 

I'll liave a bout with ihee; 

Devil or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee: 

Blood will I draw on thee, — thou art a witch, — 

And Btraightwaj give tby soul to him thou sery'st. 

Puc, Come, come , 'tis onlj I that must disgrace thee. 

[Theyfight 

Tal, Heavens, can you saffer hell so to prevail? 
My breast I'll burst with straining of mj courage , 
And from my Shoulders crack my arms asunder, 
But I will chästise this high-minded strumpet. 

[They fight again, 

Puc, [retiring] Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not yet come: 
I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 
O'ertake me, if thou canst; I scom tby strength. 
Go, go cheer up thy hunger-starv^d men; 
Help Salisbury to make Ms testament: 
This day is ours, as many more shall be. 

[La Pucelle enters the ioum toith Soläiera, 

Tal. My thoughts are whirl^d like a potter*8 wheel; 

I know not where I am, nor what I do: 

A witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops, and oonquers as she lists: 

So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench, 

Are from their hives and houses driven away. 

They call'd us, for our fierceness, English dogs; 

Now, like to whelps, we crying run away. [Ä short alarum 

Hark, countrymenl either rencw the fight, 

Or tear the lions out of England's coat; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions' stead: 

Sheep mn not hidf so timorous from the wolf , 

Or horse or ozen from the leopard, 

As you fly from your oft^subdu^d slaves. 

[Alarum, Another skirmüh, 

It will not be : — retüre into your trenches : 
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You aü consented unto Salisbiiry's death, 

For none woold stnke a stroke in Ms revenge. -— 

Pacelle is enUr^d into Orleans, 

In spite of us or aught that we could do, 

0, would I were to die vriik Salisbtiiyl 

The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 

[Älarum; retreal. Bxeunt Talbot and Forces, 

Flourish, Enter^ on the walls, La Pügellb, Chablbb, the Bastard 
of Orleans^ Bbighibb, Albh9ok, and Soldiers. 

Puc. Advance onr waving colonrson the walls; 
Kescu'd is Orleans from the l^glish: — 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word. 

Char. Divinest Creatore, AstrsBa*s daughter, 
How shall I honour thee for this success? 
Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens, 
That (me day bloom'd, agd froitfiil were the next. — 
France, trinmph in thy glorioos prophetess! — 
Becpyer*d is the town of Orleans: 
More blessM hap did ne'er befall our state. 

Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the town? 
Dauphin, command the Citizens make bonfires, 
And feast and banquet in the open streets , 
To eelebrate the joy that God hath given ns. 

Alen, All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they shall hear how we have play'd the men. 

Char, 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won; 
For which I will divide my crown with her; 
And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall in procession sing her endless praise. 
A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear 
Than Bhodope's of Memphis ever was: 
In memory of her when she is dead 
Her ashes , in an nm more precions 
Than the rich-jewell'd coffer of Danusi 
Transported shall be at high festivals 
£Ter beiore the kings and queens of Era&ee» 
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No longer on Saint Denis will we cry, 

£ut Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint. 

Come in , and let ilb banquet rojaUy, 

After this golden day of yictory. [Flourüh, Exeunt, 



ACT IL 
ScBNB I. Erance. Before Orleans. 

Enter, to (he gate, a Fi'ench Sergeant and two Sentinels. 

Serg, Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant: 
If any noise or soldier you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
Let US have knowledge at the court-of-guard. 

lirst SenU Sergeant, you shaU. [ExU Sergeant] Thns 
are poor servitors — 
When others sleep npon their quiet l^eds — 
Constrain'd to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bbdford, Bubgundt, and Forces, with scaling- 
ladderSy their drums heating a dead march, 

Tal, Lord regent, and redoübted Burgundy, — 
By whose approach the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy are Mends to us, — 
This happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 
Haidng all day carous'd and banqueted : 
Embrace we, then, this opportonity, 
As fitting best to quittance their deceit, 
Contriy*d by art and balefiil sorcery. 

Bed, Coward of France ! — how mach he wrongs his fEune , 
Despairing of his own arm's fortitude , 
To join with witches and the help of helll 

Bur. Traitors have never other Company. — 
But what's that Pucelle, whom they term so pure? 

TfU. A maid , they say. 

Bed. A maid! and be so martlal! 

Bur. Pxay God she prove not mascoline ere long) 
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If undemeath the Standard of the French 
She carry armour, sm 8he hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse with spiribs: 
God ifl our fortress, in whose conqnering name 
Let US resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot; we will follow thee. 

Tal. Not all together: better far, I guess, 
That we do make our entrance several ways; 
That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other jet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed: riltoyondcomer. 

Bur. And I to thls. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make bis grave. — - 
Now, Salisbuiy, for thee , and for the right 
Of English Henrj, shall this night appear 
How mach in dutj I am bound to both. 

[The English scale the toallsy crying ^^St. George! 
a Talhot l^ and aU enler the tovm. 

Sent. Arml arml the enemj doth make assanltl 

TTie Erench leap over the walls in their shirts. Enter , several 
ways^ the Bastard of Orleans, Albn^oh, and Bbigstibb, half 

ready and half unready. 

Alen. How now, my lordsl what, all unready so? 

Bast Unready I ay, and glad we scap*d so well. 

Reig, 'Twas time , I trow, to wake and leave our beds , 
Hearing alamms at our chamber-doors. 

Alen, Of all ezploits since first I foUow'd arms, 
Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous or desperate than this. 

Bast. I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell. 

Reig. II not of hell , the heavens , sure , favour him. 

Alen. Here cometh Charles: I marvel how he sped. 

Bast. Tut, holy Joan was bis defensive guard. 

Enter Chablbs ar^ La Pucellb. - 
Chor. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal, 
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Make üb partakers of a little gain, 

That now our loss might be ten times so much? 

Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with bis fiiend? 
At all timeB will jou haye mj power alike? 
Sleeping or waking , must I stiU prevail , 
Gr will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improyident soldiersi had jour watch been good, 
Tbis sudden miscbief never could have faH'n. 

Char, Duke of Alen^on , tbis was jour default , 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 

Alen, Had all your quarters been as safelj kept 
As that whereof I had the govemment, 
We had not been thus shamefully surpris'd. 

Bast, Mine was secure. 

Reig. And so was mine , my lord. 

Chor. And, for mjself , most part of all this night, 
Within her quarter and mine own precinct 
I was employ'd in passing to and fro , 
About reUeving of the sentinels: 
Then how or which way should they ßrst break in? 

Puc, Question , my lords , no forther of the case , 
How or which way: 'tis sure they foimd some place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 
And now there rests no other shift but this, — 
To gather our soldiers, scatter'd and dispers'd. 
And lay new platforms to endamage them. 

Alarums, Enter an English Soldier, crymg "-4 Talbot I 
a Talbot l^ They fty^ leaving their clothes befand, 

Sold, ril be so hold to take what they have left. 
The Gry of Talbot serves me for a sword; 
For I haye loaden me with many spoils, 
Using no other weapon but his name. [JSoif. 
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ScBNB n. Orleans, Wäbm (he iovm. 

Enter Talbot, Bbofobd, Bubguhdt, a Captain, and oihers. 

Bed. The day begins to break , and night is fled , 
Whose pitchy manüe over-yeil*d the earth. 
Here sound retreat, and oease our hot pursuit. 

[Retreai saunded» 

Ted. Bring forth the body of old Salisbuij, 
And here advance it in the market-place, 
The middle centre of this cnrsM town* 
Now have I paid my yow onto his soul; 
For everj äxop of blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night 
And that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 
Within their chiefest temple Til erect 
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr^d: 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be engray*d the sack of Orleans, 
The treacherous manner of his monmM death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 
Bat, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 
I muse we met not with the Dauplun's grace , 
His new-come champion, yirtuous Joan of Are, 
Nor any of his false confederates. 

Bed. 'Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Rous'd on the sudden from their drowsy beds , 
They did, amongst the troops of armM men, 
Leap o'er the walls for refdge in the field. 

Bur. Myself — as far as I could well discem 
For smoke and dusky vapours of the night — 
Am sure I scar'd the Dauphin and his troll, 
When arm in arm they both came swifüy running, 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, 
That could not live asunder day or night. 
After that things are set in Order here, 
We'll foUow them with aU the power we have. 
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Bnter a Messenger. 

Mess, All liail , my lords I Which of this princely train 
Call je the warlike Talbot, for bis acts 
So mach applauded through the realm of France ? 

Tal, Here is the Talbot: who would speak with him? 

Mes8, The nrtuous ladj, Conntess of Anvergne, 
With modesty admirmg thy renown, 
By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe 
To Visit her poor castle where she lies, 
That she may boast she hath beheld the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report. 

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see our wars 
Will tum unto a peacefol comic sport, 
When ladies crave to be encoimter'd with» — 
You mayn^t, my lord, despise her gentle sult. 

Tal, Ne'er trust me , Üien ; for when a world of men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, 
Yet hath i^ woman's kindness over-rul'd : — 
And therefore teil her I retom great thanks, 
And in Submission will attend on her. — 
Will not your honours bear me Company? 

Bed. No, truly; it is more than manners will: 
And I have heard it said, unbidden guests 
Are often weleomest when they are gone. 

Tai, Well then, alone, since there*8 no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady*s courtesy. — 
Oome hither, captain. {WMspers,} You perceive my mind? 

Capt, I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. {Exeunt. 

ScBNB III. Auvergne, Court of the Castle, 

Enter (he Coontess and Tier Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gaye in charge; 
And when youVe done so , bring the keys to me. 

Port. Madam, IwiU. [Exit. 

Count. The plot is laid : if all things fall out right , 
I shall as famous be by this e2(ploit 
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As Scythian Tomyris by Cynis' death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight , 
And his achievements of no less account: 
Fain would miue eyes be witness with mine earS| 
To giye their censure of tbese rare reports. 

Enter Messenger and Talbot. 

Mess. Madam , 
According as your ladyship desir'd, 
By message cray'd, so is Lord Talbot come. 

Couni, And he is welcome. WhatI is this the man? 

Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count Is this the sconrge of France? 

Is this the Talbot, so mach fear'd abroad, 
That with his name the mothers still their babes? 
I see report is fabulous and false: 
I thought I should have seen some Hercules, 
A second Hector, for his grim aspect 
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas, tMs is a child, a silly dwarfl 
It cannot be this weak and writhl^d shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

TaL Madam , I have been bold to trouble you ; 
But since your ladyship is not at leisure, 
111 sort some other time to visit you. [Going, 

Count, What means he now? — Qto ask him whither he goes. 

Mess. Stay, my Lord Talbot; for my lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt depsu*ture. 

Ted. Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief , 
I go to certify her, Talbofs here. 

Re-enter Porter with keys. 

Count. If thou be he , then art thou prisoner. 

Tal. Prisonerl to whom? 

Count. To me , blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train'd thee to my house. 
Long time thy shadow hath been thridl to me^ 
For in my galleiy thy picture hangs : 
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But now tlie substance shall endure the like; 
And I will chain these legs and anns of thine, 
That hast bj tyranny, these manj years , 
Wasted our countiy, slain our Citizens, 
And sent our sons and hnsbands captivate. 

Tal. Ha, ha, hal ^ 

CounU Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth shall tum 
to moan. 

Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's shadow 
Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man? 

Tal. I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I substance too. 

Tal. No , no , I am but shadow of myself : 
You are deceiv'd, my substance is not here; 
For what you see is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 
I teil you, madam, were the whole frame here, 
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 
Your roof were not sufficient to contain 't. 

Count This is a liddling merchant for the nonce; 
He will b6 here , and yet he is not here: 
How can these contrarieties agree? 

Tal, That will I show you presently. 

[He winds a hom. Drums strike up; then a peal of 
ordnance. The gateB being forcedj eniet Soldiers, 
How say you, madam? are you now persuaded 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself ? 
These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoketh your rebelMous necks, 
Bazeth your cities, and subverts your towns, 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Cowd. yictorious Talbot! pardonmy abuse: 
I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gather'd by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not pro70ke Üiy wrathj 
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For I am sony tliat with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

T'al. Be not dismay'd, fair ladj; nor misconstrae 
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 
What you have done hath not offended me: 
Nor other satisfaction do I crave, 
But only, with your patience , that we may 
Taste of your wine , and see what cates you have; 
For soldiers' stomachs always serve them well. 

CounU With all my heart; and think me honour^d 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. [Exeunt, 

ScBNB IV. London, The Temple-gardm, 

Enter (he Earls of Sombbsbt, Sdvfolk, and Wjlbwigk, Bichaiu> 
Plahtagemet, Vernon, and a Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what means this silence ? 
Dare no man answer in a case of truth? 

Suf, Within the Temple-hall we were too loud ; 
The garden here Is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once if I maintain'd the tnith; 
Or eise was wrangling Somerset in th' error? 

Suf, Faith , I have been a truant in the law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it; 
And therefore &ame the law imto my wül. 

Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then, between us. 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch; 
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth; 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper; 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best; 
Between two giiis, which hath the merriest eye; -* 
I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judgment: 
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tüty here is a manneily forbearance; 



304 PIEST PART OP [acth, 

The tnith appears so naked on mj aide, 
That any purblind eye m&j find it out. 

Som, And on mj aide it is so well apparell*d, 
So clear, so shining, and so evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye. 

Plan, Since you are tongue-tied and so loth to speaky 
In dumb signifieants prodaim your thoughts: 
Let him that is a trae-bom gentleman, 
And Stands upon the honour of his birth, 
If he suppose that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som, Let him that is no coward nor no flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red rose from off this thom with me. 

War. I loYe no colours; and, without all colour 
Of base-insinuating flattery, 
I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet. 

Suf, I pluck this red rose with young Somerset; 
And say withal, I think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no more, 
Till you condude, that he, upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp'd from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Grood Master Vemon, it is well objected: 
If I haye fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the case, 
1 pluck this pale and maiden blossom here , 
Giving my verdict on the white rose' side. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off. 
Lest, bleedlng, you do paint the white rose red, 
And fall on my side so , against your will. 

Ver, If I , my lord , for my opinion bleed , 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hui*t, 
And keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on: who eise? 

Law. [to Som.] Unless my study and my bookg bo falsej 
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The argument you lield was wrong in you; 
In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argtuneüt? 

Som, Here in my scabbard; meditating that 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan, Meantime yoor cheeks do counterfeit cur rmes; 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The tnith on pur side. 

Som. No , Plantagenet , 

'Tis not for fear; bat anger that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses, 
And yet thy tqngue will not confess thy error. 

Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset? 

Som. Hath not thy rose a thom , Plantagenet ? 

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 

Som. Well, I'll &id fi-iends to wear my bleeding rose, 
That shall maintain what I have said is true, 
Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 
I scom thee and thy faction , peevish boy. 

Suf. Tum not thy scoms this way, Plantagenet. 

Plan. Proud Pole, I will; and scorn both him and thee. 

Suf. m tum my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. Away, away, good William de la Polel 
We grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 

War. Now, by God's will, thou wrong*st him, Somerset; 
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarenee , 
Third son to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root? 

Plan. He bears him on the place's privüege , 
Cr durst not, for his craven heaii;, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me , 1*11 maintain my ^ords 
On any plot of ground in Christendom. 
Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king's days? 
And , by his treason, stand'st not thou attainted , 

ShaJcespeare. UI. 20 
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Corrapted, and ezempt from ancient gentrj? 
His trespass jet lives guilfy in ihj blood; 
And, tili thou be restor'd, thou art a jeoman, 

Plan. My father was attach^d, not attainted; 
Condemn'd to die for treason, but no traitor; 
And that 1*11 prove on better men than Somerset, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 
For your partaker Pole, and you yourself, 
I'll note you in my book of memory, 
To scourge you for this apprehension: 
Look to it well, and say you are well wam'd. 

Som. Ah , tbou shalt find us ready for thee still; 
And know us, by these colours, for thy foes, — 
For tbese my friends , in spite of thee , shaU wear. 

Plan, And, by my soul , this pale and angiy rose, 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate , 
Will I for ever, and my faction, wear, 
Until it wither with me to my grave , 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suf, Go forward , and be chok^d with thy ambitioni 
And so, farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit 

Som. Have with thee , Pole. — Farewell , ambitious Rich- 
ard. [Exit. 

Plan. How I am brav'd, and must perforce endure itl 

War. This blot, that they object against your house, 
Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament, 
Caird for the truce of Winchester and Gloster: 
And if thou be not then created York, 
I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Meantime, in signal of my lovc to thee, 
Against proud Somerset and William Pole, 
Will I upon thy party wear this rose : 
And here I prophesy, — this brawl to-day, 
Grown to this faction, in the Temple-garden, 
Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 
A thousand souls to death and deadly night 
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Plan. Gtood Master Yemon , I am bound to jou , 
That 70a on my behalf would plack a flower. 

Ver. In your bebalf still 'mll I wear the same. 

Law, And so will I. 

Plan. ThankS) gentle sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner: I dare say 
This quarrel will drink blood another daj. [Exeunt 

ScBNB y. A room in ihe Tower of London, 

Enter Mobtimbb, brought-in in a chair hy two Keepers. 

Mor, Kind keepers of my weak decajing age^ 
Let dying Mortimerliere rest himself. — 
Even like a man new-hal^d from the rack, 
So fare mj limbs with long imprisonment; 
And these gray locks, the pursuivants of death, 
Nestor-like ag^d, in an age of care, 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer: 
These eyes — like lamps whose wasting oil is spent — 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent: 
Weak Shoulders , overbome with burdening grief 5 
And pithless arms, like to a wither'd vine 
That droops bis sapless branches to the ground: 
Yet are these feet — whose strengthless stay is numb, 
Unable to support this lump of clay — 
Swift- wing^d with desire to get a grave, 
As witting 1 no other comfort have. — 
But teil me, keeper, will my nephew come? 

Hrst Keep, Richard Plantagenet, my lord, wlQ come: 
We sent unto the Temple, to bis Chamber; 
And answer was retum'd, that he will come. 

Mor, Enough : my soul shall thei) be satisfied. — ^ 
Poor gentleman! bis wrong doth equal mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign, 
Before whose glory I was great in arms , 
This loathsome Sequestration have I had; 
And even since then hath lüchard been obscur'd, 

20» 
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DeprivM of honour and iaheritance. 

Bat now, the arbitrator of despairs, 

Just death, kind umpire of men's miseries , 

With Bweet enlargement doth dismiss me henee: 

I would his troubles likewifle were expir'd^ 

That so he might recoyer what was lost. 

Enter Bichabd Fiaxtaqjssws, 

First Keep, My lord, your loving nephew now is come. 

Mar, Bichard Plantageuet, feiend y is he come? 

Plan, Ay, noble nncle, thus ignobly us'd, 
Your nephew, late-despis^d Richard, comes. 

Mor, Direct mine arms I may embrace his neck. 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 
0, teil me when my lips do touch his cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. — 
And now dedare, sweet stem from York's great stock, 
Why didst thou say, of late thou wert despis'd? 

Plan. First, lean thine ag^d back against mine arm \ 
And, in that ease, Pll teil thee my disease. 
This day, in argoment upon a case, 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerset and me; 
Among which terms he us'd his lavish tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my father*s death: 
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue , 
Else with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore, good unde^ for my father's sake, 
In honour of a tnie Plantagenet, 
And for alliance' sake « dedare the cause 
My father, Earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mor. That cause , fair nephew, that imprison*d me ,. 
And hath detain'd me all my flowering youth 
Within a loathsome dongeon,. there to pine, 
Was curs^d iastrument ofhis decease. 

Plan, Discover moxe at large what cause that wa»; 
For I am Ignorant, aad eannot guess. 
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Mar, I ^dll , if that mj fading breatfa permit| 
And death approach not ere mj tele be done. 
Heniy the Fourth, grandfather to this idng, 
Depos'd bis nepbew Bicbard, — Edward*s Bon, 
The first-begotten and the lawfol beir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: 
Durmg whose reign, the Percies of the north, 
Finding bis Usurpation most unjust, 
Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne: 
The reason moy'd these warlike lords to this 
Was , for that — young King Richard thus remOy*d, 
Leaving no beir begotten of bis body — 
I was the next by birth and parentage ; 
For by my mother I deriv^d am 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence , the third soft 
To Eing EdwQxd the Third; whereas he 
From John of Gaunt doth bring bis pedigree, 
Being but fourth of that heroic line. 
But mark: as, in this haughty-great attempt, 
They labour^d to plant the rightfiü beir, 
I lost my liberfy, and they their livet 
Long after this, when Henry the Fiffch, 
Succeeding bis father Bolingbroke , did reigo , 
Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriy*d 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, 
Marrying my sister, that thy mother was, 
Again, in pity of my hard distress , 
Levied an army, weening to redeem 
And baye install'd me in the diadem: 
But, as the rest, so feil that noble earl, 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
In whom the title rested, were suppress'd. 

Han. Of which , my lord , your honour is the last. 

Mar, True; and thou seest that I no issue haye , 
And that my fainting words do Warrant death: 
Thou art my beir; ti^e rest I wish thee gather: 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. 
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Plan. Thy grare admonislimeiits preyäil with me; 
But yet, methinks, my father's execution 
Was nothing lese than bloody lyranny. 

Mar. With edlence , nephew , be thcm politic : 
Strong-fixM is the house of Lancaster, 
And, like a mountain, not to be remoy'd. 
But now thy iincle is removing hence; 
Ab princes do their conrts, when they are doy'd 
WiÖi long continnance in a settled place. 

Plan, , uncle , woidd some part of my yonng y ears 
Might but redeem the passage of your agel 

Mor, Thou dost, then, wrong me, — as that slaughterer doth 
Which glyeth many wounds when one will kill. 
Moum not, except thou sorrow for my good; 
Only, give Order for my funeral: 
And so, farewell; and fair be all thy hopes, 
And prosperous be thy lifo in peace and war! [Dies, 

Plan. And peace , no war , befall thy parting soiü! 
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage. 
And like a hermit overpass'd thy days. — 
Well, I will lock bis counsel in my breast; 
And what I do imagine, let that rest. — 
Keepers, convey hlm hence; and I myself 
Will see bis burial better than bis lifo. 

[Exeunt Keepers, hearing out ike hody of Mortmer, 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 
Chok*d with ambition of the meaner sort: — 
And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 
Which Somerset hath offer*d to my house, 
I doubt not but with honour to redress; 
And therefore haste I to the parliament, 
Either to be restor^d to my blood, 
Or make my 111 th' advantage of my good. [Exit. 
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ACT III. 
ScBira I. London, The Parliameni-house. 

Ftourish, Enter King Henby, Exbtbb, Glosteb, Wabwick, 

SoMEBSBT, and Suffolk; the Bishop of Winchbstbb, Sichabd 

Plantagbnbt, and others, Glostbb offers to put up a bül'j 

Wihchbstbb snatches tV, and tears ü. 

Wm, Com*st thou with deep-premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlcts stadiously devis'd, 
Humphrey of Gloster? If thou canst accuse, 
Or aught intend'st to lay unto my Charge , 
Do it without invention, suddenly; 
As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Porpose to answer what thou canst object. 

Glo, Presumptuous priest! this place commands my 
patience, 
Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour'd me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen: 
No, prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness, 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks^ 
As yery infants pratüe of thy pride. 
Thou art a most pemicious usurer; 
Froward by nature, enemy to peace; 
Lasciyious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession and degree; 
And for thy treachery, what's more manifest, — 
In that thou laid'st a trap to take my lifo, 
As well at London-bridge as at the Tower? 
Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 
The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Wm. Gloster, I do defy thee. — Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 
If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse, 



^ 
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As he will liave me , how am I so poor? 
Or how haps it I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself , but keep my wonted calling? 
And for dissension, who preferreth peace 
More than I do, — except I be provok'd? 
No, my good lords, it is not that offenda; 
It is not that that hath incens'd the duke : 
It is, because no one should sway but he; 
No one but he should be about the king; 
And that engenden thunder in his breast, 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 
But he shall know I am as good — 

Glo. As good! 

Thou bastard of my grandfatherl — 

Win, Ay, lordly sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne? 

Glo. Am X not lord protector, saucy priest? 

Wm, And am not I a prelate of the church? 

Glo, Yes, as an ouüaw in a castle keeps, 
And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win, Unreverent Glosterl j 

Glo. Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Win, This Bome shall remedy. 

War, Roam thither, then. 

Som, My lord , it were your duty to forbear. 

War, Ay, see the bishop be not overbome. 

Som, Methinks my lord should be religious , 
And know the office that belongs to such. 

War. Methinks his lordship should be humbler; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som, Yes, when his holy state is touch*d so near« 

War, State holy or unhallow*d, what of that? 
Is not his grace protector to the king? 

Plan, [aside] Planta^enet, I see, must hold his tongue, 
Lest it be said, ^'Speak, sirrah, when you should; 



■OKHBI.] KING HENEY VI. 313 

Must 70UT bold verdict enter talk with lords?" 
Else would I have a fling at Winehester. 

K, Hen. Undes of GloBter and of Winchester, 
The special watchmen of our Engüsh weal , 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
, what a scandal is it to our erown , 
That two such noble peers as ye should jarl 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can teil 
Civil dissension is a viperous worm 
That gnaws the bowels of the commonweaU^. 

[A noise wühm, '^Down with the tawny-coatsl" 
WhattomnlfsthiB? 

War. An uproar, I dare Warrant, 

Begon through malice of the bishop*8 men. 

[Ä noise again toiüm^ '^StonesI citones!" 

Enter the Major of London, attended, 

May, , my good lords , — and yirtuous Henry, — 
Pity the city of London, pity usl 
The bishop and the Duke of Gloster*s men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weäpon, 
Have fill'd their pockets fuU of pebble-atones, 
And, banding themselyes in conträry parts, 
Do pelt so fast at one another's pate, 
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out: 
Our Windows are broke down in every street, 
And we, for fear, compell'd to shut our shops. 

Enter ^ skirmishmg^ the Serving-men ofGfjovaoL and Wnr- 

CHBSTBS loiih hloodypaiee, 

K. Ben, We Charge you, on allegiance to oorself, 
To hold your slaughtering hands and keep the peace. — 
Pray, unde Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

First Serv. Nay, if we be 
Forbidden stones, we'll fsdl to't with our teeth. 

See, Serv, Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[Skirmish again. 
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Glo. You of mj household, leave this peevish broil, 
And sei this unaccustom'd figM aside. 

Third Serv, M7 lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright; and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none bat to bis majesty : 
And, ere tbat we will suifer such a prince. 
So kind a father of the commonweal, 
To be disgrac^d by an inkhorn mate, 
We, and our wives, and cbildren, all wUl figbt, 
And have our bodies slaaghter*d by thy foes. 

First Serv, Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field when we are dead. [Skirmish again, 

Glo, Stay, stay, I aay! 

An if you love me , as you say you do , 
Let me persuade you to forbear awhile. 

K, Hen. 0, how this discord doth afflict my soull — 
Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears , and will not once relent? 
Who should be pitiful, if you be not? 
Or who should study to prefer a peace, 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils? 

War, My lord protector, yield; — yield, Winchester; — 
Ezcept you mean, with obstinate repulse, 
To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 
You see what mischief, and what murder too, 
Hath been enacted through your emnity; 
Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win, He shall submit , or I will never yield. 

Glo, Compassion on the king commands me stoop; 
Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should erer get that privilege of me. 

War, Behold , my Lord of Winchester , the duke 
Hath banish*d moody discontented fury, 
As by his smooth^d brows it doth appear: 
Why look you still so stem and tragical? 

Glo, Here, Winchester, I offer thee my band. 

K. Ben, Fie, unde Beaufortl I have heard you preach 
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That malice was a great and grievons sin; 
And will not 70U maintain the thing 70a toach, 
But prove a cJiief offender in the same? 

War. Sweet king! — the bishop hath a kindlj gird. — 
For shame , my Lord of Winchester , reient I 
What, shaU a child instnict 70a what to do? 

Win, Well, Duke of Gloster, I will jield to thee; 
Love for th7 love, and hand for hand I give. 

Glo, [<iside] A7, bat, I fear me , with a hoUow heart — 
See here, m7 üriends and loving coontiymen; 
This token serveth for a flag of tnice 
Betwixt ourselves and all onr followers: 
So help me God, as I dissemble not! 

Win, [aside] So help me Grod, as I intend it notl 

K, Hen. loving unde, kind Duke of Gloster, 
How jo7ful am I made b7 this conträct! — 
Awa7, m7 mastersi trouble us no more; 
But join in friendship , as 70ur lords have done. 

First Serv. Content: I'll to the surgeon's. 

See. Serv, And so Will I. 

Third Serv, And I will see what ph7sic the tavem affords. 

[Exeunt Serving-men, Mayor^ ffc. 

War, Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign, 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to 70ur majest7. 

Glo. Well urg'd, m7Lord of Warwick : — for,sweet prince, 
An if 70ur grace mark eYer7 circumstance , 
You have great reason to do Eichard right; 
Especiall7 for those occasions 
At Eltham-place I told 70ur majest7. 

K, Hen. And those occasions , uncle , were of force : 
Therefore , m7 loving lords , our pleasure is , 
That Richard be restor^d to his blood. 

War, Let Richard be restor^d to his blood; 
So shall his father's wrongs be recompens'd. 

Win, As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

K, Hen, If Richard will be trae , not that alone , 
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Bat all the .whole inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the house of York, 
From whence jou spring by lineal descent. 

Plan, Thy homble servant yows obedience 
And faithfdl service tili the point of death. 

K, Hen. Stoop , then, and set yoür kne« against mj foot; 
And, in regaerdon of that duty done , 
I girt thee with the valiant sword of York: 
Bise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
And rise created princely Duke of York. 

Plan, And so thrive Richard as thj foes may fall! 
And as my duty Springs , so perish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty ! 

All, Welcome , high prince , the mighty Duke of York! 

Som. [aside] Perish, base prince, ignoble Duke of York I 

Glo, Now will it best avail your majesty 
To cross the seas, and to be crown'd in France: 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst bis subjeets and his loyal Mends, 
As it disammates his enemies. 

K, Hen. When Gloster says the word, King Henry goes; 
For Mendly counsel euts off many foes. 

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness. 

[Flourish. Exeunt all except Exeter, 

Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France , 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue. 
This late dissension grown betwizt the peers 
Bums under f eign^d ashes of forg'd love , 
And will at last break out into a flame : 
As fester'd members rot but by degrees, 
Till bones and flesh and sinews faU away, 
So will this base and enyioas discord breed 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy 
Which in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth 
Was in the mouth of erery sucking babe , — 
That Henry bom at Monmouth should win aU , 
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And Henry bom at Windsor &liOuld lose all: 

Which ia so piain, that Exeter doth wish 

Bis days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit. 

ScENB U. France. Before Ronen. 

Enter La Pucelle disgmsed^ and Soldiers dressed like Cauntry- 

men^ with sacks upon their backs. 

Puc. These are the city-gates, the gates of Ronen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach: 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words; 
Talk like the vulgär sort of market-men 
That come to gather money for their com. 
If we have entrance, — as I hope we shall, — 
And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 
ril by a sign give notice to our friends, 
That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

Mrst Sol. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city, 
And we be lords and rulers over ßouen; 
Therefore we'll knock. [Knocks. 

Guard. [withm] Qaivaläf 

Puc. PaysanSj pauvres gens de France^ — 
Poor market-folks , that come to seil their com. 

Guard. [opening the gates] Enter, go in; the market-bell 
isrung. 

Puc. Now, ßouen, m shakethybulwarksto the ground. 

[La Pucelle, ä*c. enter the town. 

Enter CHAJBtLES, (he Bastard of Orleans, Alek^ok, Bbigkier, 

and Forces. 
Char, Saint Denis bless thig happy stratagem 1 
And once again we*ll sleep secure vbl Bouen. 

. Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle and her praetisants; 
Now she is there , how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in? 

Reig. By thrusting out a torch from yonder tower \ 
Which, once discem'd, shows that her meaning is, — 
No way to that, for weakness, which she enternd. 



318 FIBST PABT OP [aotiiI, 

Enter La Pucbllb on a hattlementj Tiolding out a torch humbig, 

Puc, Behold, this is the happy wedding-torch 
That joineth Jßouen unto her countryineii, 
But buming fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast, See , noble Charles , the beacon of our friend \ 
The buming torch in jonder torret Stands. 

Chor. Now shine it like a comet of revenge , 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes! 

Reig. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends; 
Enter , and ciy " The Dauphin ! " presentljy 
And then do execution on the watch. 

\They enter the town, Exit La Pucelle dbove. 

Alarums, Enter ^ from ihe town, Talbot and English Soldiers. 

Tal. France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears, 
If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 
Pucelle, that witch, that damnM sorceress, 
Hath wrought this hellish miscHef unawares, 
That hardly we escap*d the pride of France. 

[Exeunt inio ihe town, 

Alarums: excursions. Enter , from the toum, Bedfobd, hrouglU 

in 8tck in a chair, with Talbot, Bdboundt, and the English Forces. 

Then enter on the walls La Pucbllb, Chables, ihe Bastard of 

Orleans, Albn^on, and Beignibb. 

Puc. Grood morrow, gallants! want ye com for bread? 
I think the Duke of JBurgundy will fast, 
Before he'U buy again at such a rate : 
'Twas fuU of darael; — do you like the taste? 

Bur, Scoff on, yile fiend and shameless courtezan ! 
I tnist ere long to choke thee with thine own , 
And make thee curse the harvest of that com. 

CTiar. Your grace may starke , perhaps, before that time. 

Bed. 0, let no words, but deeds, revenge this treason! 

Puc. What wül you do, good graybeard? break a lanco, 
And run a tut at death within a chair? 

Tal. Foul fiend of France , and hag of all despite , 
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£ncompa88*d witli thy lustfal paramoursl 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age , 
And twit wlth cowardice a man half dead? 
Damsel, I'U have a bout with you again, 
Or eise let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are ye so hot, sir? — yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace; 
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 

[Talhot and the rest whisper together in counciL 
God speed the parliament! who shall be the Speaker? 

Tal^ Dare ye come forth and meet us in the field? 

Puc, Belike your lordship takes ns , then , for fools , 
To try if that our own be ours or no. 

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecat^ , 
But nnto thee, Alen9on, and the rest; 
Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 

Alen, Signier, no. 

Tal, Signior , hang I — base muleters of France I 
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls. 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc, Captains, away! let*8 get us from the walls; 
For Talbot means no goodness by his looks. — 
G^od b' wi' you, my lordl we came up but to teil you 
That we are here. [Exeunt La Pucelle^ jrc. from the walls. 

Tal. And there wül we be too, ere it be long, 
Or eise reproach be Talbot*s greatest famel — 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house — 
Prick'd on by pub&c wrongs sustain'd in France — 
Either to get the town again or die ; 
And I, — as sure as English Henry Hves, 
And as his father here was conqueror, — 
As sure as in this late-betray^d town 
Great Coeur-de-lion's heart was buriM, -— 
So sure I swear to get the town or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy yows. 

Tal, But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The Talianl Duke of Bedford. — Come, my lord, 
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We will bestow you in some better place , 
Fitter for sickness and for ctazy age. 

Bed, Lord Talbol, da not bo dishonour me: 
Here will I sit before the walk of Bouen, 
And will be partner of yotir weal or woe. 

Bur. Coorageous Bedford, let us now peiwiade you. 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence; for once I read, 
That stout Pendragon, in Ms litter, sick, 
Game to the field, and vanqaish^d bis foes: 
Methinks I shonld reviye the soldiers* hearts, 
Because I ever found them a» myself« 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast! — 
Then be it so: — heavens keep old Bedford safel — 
And now no more ado , brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our forces out of band, 
And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunty into the toum, Burgundy^ TcUbot, and 
Forces^ leamng Bedford and oikers, 

Alarums: excurmns; in one ofwhick^ enter Sir JoKir Fasyolfx 

and a Captain. 

Cap, Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe , in sucb haste ? 

Fast. Whither away I to sare myself by flight: 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap. WhatI will you fly, and leaye Lord Talbot? 

Fast. Ajy 

All the Talbots in the world , to sa^e my lifo. [Exit, 

Cap. Cowardly knightl iU fortane follow theel 

[EaoÜ mto the UHon. 

Retreat: ezcursions. Re-enfer, frcm the iown, La Pucxllb, 
Axjur90N, CnAXLKSy ^c. and exeuni fying'. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven ptease^ 
For I have seen our enemies' overthrow. 
What is the trust or strength of föolish man? 
They that of late were daring with their scofis, 
Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

[Dies, and is carried «fffh$ hh ehmr. 
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Alarums. Re-enter Talbot, Bubgündt, anä otTiers, 

Ted, Lost and recoyer^d in a day againi 
This is a double honour, Burgundy: 
Let heavens have glöry for this victory! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
finsbrines tbee in bis beart , and tbere erects 
Tby noble deeds, as valour*s monuments. 

Ted. Tbanks, gentle duke. But wbere is Pucell6 now? 
I tbink ber old familiär is asleep: 

Now wbere's tbe Bastardes braves, ahd Gbarles bis gleeks? 
Wbat, all amort? Rouen bangs ber bead for grief , 
Tbat sucb a valiant Company are fled. 
Now will we take some order in tbe town, 
Placing tberein some ezpert officers; 
And tben depart to Paris to tbe king, 
For tbere young Henry witb bis nobles lie. 

Bur. Wbat wills Lord Talbot pleasetb Burgundy. 

Ted, But yet, before we go ^ let's not forget 
Tbe noble Di^e of Bedford late deceas'd, 
But see bis exequies fulfill'd in Bouen : 
A braver soldier never coucb^d lance , 
A gentief beart did never sway in court: 
But kings and migbtiest potentates must die, 
For tbat's tbe end of buman misery. [ExeunU 

ScENB in. Theplains near Rouen. 

Enter Ghabubs, the Bastard of Orleans^ Albn^on, La Pucsllb, 

and Forces, 

Puc, Dismay not, princes, at tbis accident, 
Nor grieve tbät Rouen is so recoverJd: 
Gare is no eure, but ratber cörrosive, 
For tbings tbat are not to be remedied. 
Let frantic Talbot triumpb for a wbile , 
And like a peacock sweep along bis tail; 
We'll pull bis plumes, and take away bis train, 
If Daupbin and tbe rest will be but rul'd. 

fihaketpeare. JJI. 21 
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Chor. Wehavebeenguidedby theeliitlierto, 
And of thj cunning had no diffidence: 
One sudden foil Bhall never breed distrost. 

Bast, Search out thy wit for secret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Alen, We^ll set thy statue in some holy place , 
And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint: 
Employ thee, then, sweet virgin, for our good. 

Puc, Then thus it must be; this doth Joan devise: 
By fair persuasions, mix'd with sugar'd words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot and to follow us. 

Char, Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry 's warriors; 
Nor should that nation boast it so with us, 
But be extirp^d from our provinces. 

Alen, For ever should they be expuls'd from France , 
And not have title of an earldom here. 

Puc, Your honours shall perceive how I will work 
To bring this matter to the wish^d end. {Drums Tieard, 

Hark! by the sound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 

An English march. Enter ^ andpciss over cU a disiance^ Talbot 

and Ms Forces, 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread, 
And all the troops of English after him. 

^ 

A French march, Enier the Duke of Bubgundy and Jus Forces, 

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a parley; we will talk with him. 

[Trumpets sound a parley, 

Char, A parley with the Duke of Burgundy! 

Bur, Who craves a parley with the Burgundy? 

Puc, The princely Charles of France, thy countryman. 
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J?ur, What say'st thou, Charles? for I ammarcMng Iience; 

Char, Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy words. 

Puc, Brave Burgundj, undoubtedhope of France I 
Staj, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 

Bur, Speak on; bat be not over-tedious. 

Puc. Look on tiiy country, look on fertile France, 
And see the eitles and the towns defac'd 
By wasting min of the crael foe I 
Aa looks the mother on her lovely habe 
When death doth dose his tender dying eyes , 
See, see the pining malady of France; 
Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds., 
Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast! 
0, tum thy edgM sword another way; 
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help! 
One drop of blood drawn from thy country's bosom 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign göre: 
Betum thee, therefore, with a flood of tears. 
And wash away thy country's stain^d spots. 

Btir, \aside\ Either she hath bewitch'd me with her words, 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Puc, Besides, all French and France ezdaim on thee, 
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 
Who join'st thou with, but with a lordly nation, 
That will not trust thee but for profit's sake? 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 
And fashion'd thee that Instrument of ill, 
Who then but EngUsh Henry will be lord, 
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive? 
Call we \o mind, — and mark but this for proof^ — 
Was noi the Duke of Orleans thy foe? 
And was he not in England prisoner? 
But when they heard he was thine enemy, 
They set him free, without his ransom paid. 
In spite of Burgundy and all his friends. 
See, theuj thou fight'st against thy countrymen, 
And join'st with them will be thy slaughter-men. 

21» 
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Gome, eoine, rettmi; retom, thou wandermg lord; 
Charles and the rest will take tiiee in their arms. 

Bur, [Mide] Tm ranquish^d; these haughly words of hers 
Have batter'd me like roating eannon-shot, 
And made me almost yield apon my knees. — 
Forgive me, ootmiiy, and sweet coontrymenl 
And, lords, accept this hearfcy kind embraoe: 
My forces and my power of men are yonrs: -^ 
So, farewell, Talbot; 1*11 no longer trost thee. 

Puc. Done like a Frenchman, — [Aride] tum, and tum 
againi 

Char. Welcome, brave dukel Üiy Meüdship makes us fresh. 

B<ut And dolli beget new conrage in onr breast*. 

Alen, Pacelle hath bnvely play*d her part in this, 
And doth deserre a eoronet of gold. 

Char, Now let n* on , my lords , and join onr powens ; 
And seek how we may prejndioe the foe. [Eaietmt 

ScmralT. Parüf. A room in ike palace. 
Enter King HsmiT, Glostbb, Wihchbstbb, Yobk, Süffolk, 

SOHBBSBT, WlBWIGK, EzBtBB, TbBNOK, BaSSBT, j*C. To thcm 

Talbot and some ofTds Officera. 

Tal, My gradoos prince, — and bonourable peem, — 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 
I bare awbile given tnice nnto my wars, 
To do my duty to my sovereign: 
In sign wbereof , this arm — tbat hath reolaim'd 
To your obedience ßfty fortresses, 
Twelve cities, and seven wall^d towns of strengtb, 
Beside five hondred prisoners of esteem — 
Lets fall bis sword before your highness' feet, [Kneeling, 
And with submissive loyalty of heart 
Asciibes the gloiy of bis conqaest got 
First to my God, and next tmto your grace. 

K Ben. Is this the Lord Talbot , mide Gloster , 
That hath so long been resident in France ? 
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Glo, Yes , if it please jour majesfy, my liege. 

K Ben. Welcome, braye captain and victorious lord! 
When I was young, — as yet I am not old, — 
I do remember how my fattier said 
A stoater cbampion neyer handled sword. 
Long since we were resolvM of your truth , 
Yonr faithful service, and your toil in war; 
Yet never have you tasted our reward, 
Or been reguerdon'd witb so mach as thanks, 
Because tüi now we never saw your face: 
Therefore, stand up; and, for these good deserts, 
We bere creat^ you Earl of Shrewsbuiy ; 
And in our coronation take your place. 

[Flourisli. Exeunt all except Vernon anvd BasseU 

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so bot at sea, 
Disgracing of tbese colours that I wear 
In honour of my noble Lord of York, — 
Dar'st tbou maintain tbe former words thou spak'st? 

Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage 
Tbe envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord tbe Duke of Somerset. 

Ver, Sirrab, tby lord I bonour slb be is. 

Bas. Wby, wbat is be? as good a man as York. 

Ver. Hark ye; not so: in witness, take ye tbat. 

[Strikea htm, 

Bas. Yillain , tbou know'st tbe law of arms is sucb % . 
Tbat wboso draws a sword, 'tis present deatb, 
Or eise tbis blow sbould broacb tby dearest blood« 
But I'll unto bis majesty, and erave 
I may bave liberty to yenge tbi» wrong; 
Wben tbou sbalt see 1*11 meet tbee to tby cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant , TU be tbere as soon as you; 
And, after, meet you soonar than you would. 

[Ekeuut. 
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ACT IV. 

ScasE I. Paris. A room of State in ihepalace. 

Enter King Hbnby, Glostes, Ezeteb, Yobk, Suffole, Somer- 
8BT, WiNGHBSTSB, Wabwick, Talbot, the GoYemor of Paris, 

and others» 

QU), Lord bishop, set the crown upon bis head. 

Win. God save King Henry, of that name the sixth! 

Glo. Now, goyemor of Paris, take your oath, — 

[Govemor kneels. 

That jou elect no other king but bim ; 

Esteem none friends but such as are bis fdends, 

And none your foes but such as shall pretend 

.Malidous practices against bis state: 

This shall ye do, so belp you righteous God! 

[J^eunt Govemor and Jus Tram. 

Enter Sir John Fastolfs. 

Fast, My gracious soyereign, as I rode from Calais, 
To haste unto your coronation, 
A letter was deliver^d to my bands , 
Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy . \Presenting ü, 

TaL Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and theel 
I Yow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the garter from thy craven's leg, — [Plucks it off'. 
Which I have done, — because unworthily 
Thou wast install^d in that high degree. — 
Pardon me , pnncely Henry, and the rest: 
This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 
When but in all I was six thousand strong. 
And that the French were ahnest ten to one, — 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 
Like to a trusty squire, did run away: 
In which assault we lost twelve hundred men; 
Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 
Were fbere surpris*d and taken prisoners. 
Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss^ 
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Or whether that sucli cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 

GIq» To say the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beseeming anj common man , 
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 

Tai, When first this Order was ordain'd, my lords , 
Knights of the Garter were of noble birth, 
Valiant and virtuous, fiill of hauglily courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars; 
Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress, 
But always resolute in most extremes. 
He, then, that is not fumish*d in this sort 
Doth bat usurp the sacred name of knight, 
Profaning this most honourable order, 
And should — if I were worthj to be judge — 
Be quite degraded, like a hedge-bom swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

K. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear'st thy dooml 
Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight: 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. {Exit Fastolfe. 
And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our unde Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo, What means his grace, that he hath chang'd his 
style? [Viewing the superscription, 

No more but, piain and bluntly, "To the king"? 
Hath he forgot he is his sovereign? 
Or doth this churlish superscription 
Pretend some alteration in good will? 
What's here? — [Reads] "I have, upon espedal cause, — 
Mov'd with compassion of my country's wredc, 
Together with the pitifiil complaints 
Of such as your oppression feeds upon, — 
Forsaken your pemicious faction, 
And join*d with Charles, the rightfiil King of France." 
monstrous treacheryl can this be so, — 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 
There should be found such false dissembling guile? 
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K Hen. What! doth my unde Burgimdy reyolt? 

Glo, He doth, mj lord; and is become your foe. 

K Hen, Ib that the worst this letter dotii contain? 

Glo. It is the wqrst, and all, my lord, l^e wrhes. 

K.Hen. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall talk with him, 
And give him chastisenient for this abose. — 
My lord, how say you? are yon not content? 

Tal, Content , my liege I yes , but that I*m prevented , 
I should have begg'd I might have been employ'd. 

K, Hen, Then gather atrength, and march unto him 
straight: 
Let him pereeive how iU we brook Ms treason, 
And what offence it is to flout bis Mends. 

Tal, I go , my lord; in heart desiring stiU 
You may behold confdsion of your foes. [Exit, 

Enter Yx^NON and Basb^et. 

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious soverelgn! 

Bas, And me, my lord, grant me the combat too! 

York, This is my servant: hear him, noble prince ! 

Som, And this is mine : sweet Henry, favomr him! 

K, Hen. Be patient, lords; and give them leave to speak. — 
Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exdaim? 
And wherefore crave you combat? or with whom? 

Ver. With him, my lord; for he hath done me wrong. 

Bas, And I with him ; for he hath done me wrong. 

K. Hen, What is that wrong whereof you both complam? 
First let me know, and then I'll answer you. 

Bas, Crossing the sea £rom England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear; 
Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master's blushing cheeka, 
When stubbomly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain question in the law 
Argu*d betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vüe and ignominious terms: 
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In confiitation of which rüde reproaeh. 
And in defence of my lord's worthinesOi 
I crave the benefit of law of arma. 

Ver, And that is my petition, noble lord; 
For though he seem with forg^d quaint oonceit 
To set a gloss upon Ms bold intent, 
Yet know, mj lord, I was provok'd by him; 
And he £rst took exceptions at this badge , 
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray'd the faintness of my maater's heart. 

York, Will not this maUce, Somerset, be left? 

Som. Y OUT private grudge , my Lord of York , will out , 
Though ne*er so cunningly you smother it. 

K. Hen, Good Lord, what madness rules in brain-siek men, 
When for so slight and frivolous a cause 
Such factious emulations shall arisel r-<- 
Good Cousins both, of York and Somerset, 
Quiet yourselres, I pray, and be at peace. 

York, Let this dissension fiist be tried by fight^ 
And then your highness shall command a peace. 

Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 
ßetwixt ourselves let us decide it, then. 

York, There is my pledge; aecept it, Somerset* 

Ver, Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 

Bas, Confirm it so , mine honoorable lord. 

Glo, Confirm it so 1 Confbunded be your strife ! 
And perish y e , with your audacious prate ! 
Presumptuous vassals, are you not asham'd 
With this immodest damorous outräge 
To trouble and disturb the king and us? — 
And you, my lords, — ? methinka you do not well 
To bear with their perverse objectiona; 
Much less to take occasion £cpm their moutbs 
To raise a mutiny betwizt yourselree; 
Let me persuade you take a better eoiiose. 

Exe. It grieves bis higkaesa : — good my lords, be fiiends. 

K, Hen, Come hither^ you that would be combatants: 
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Henceforth I Charge you, as you love our favour, 

Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause. — 

And you, my lords, remember wLere we are; 

In France, amonget a fickle wavering nation: 

If they perceive dissension in our looks, 

And that within ourselves we disagree, 

How will their grudging stomachs be provok'd 

To wilful disobedience, and rebel! 

Beside, what infamy will there arise, 

When foreign princes sball be certified 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard , 

King Henry*8 peers and chief nobility 

Destroy'd themselves, and lost the realm of France! 

0, think upon the conquest of my father; 

My tender years; and let us not forgo 

That for a trifle that was bought with blood! 

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 

I see no reason , if I wear this rose , [PutHng on a red rose. 

That any one should therefore be suspicious 

I more indine to Somerset than York: 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both: 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 

Because , forsooth , the King of Scots is crown*d. 

But your discretions better can persuade 

Than I am able to instruct or teach: 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let US still continue peace and love. — 

Cousin of York, we Institute your grace 

To be our regent in these parts of France: — 

And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot; — 

And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 

Gro cheerfully together, and digest 

Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself , my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will retum to Calais; 

From thence to England ^ where I hope ere long 
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To be presented, by youp yictoiies, 

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitoroiu lont. 

[Ftourish, Examt Emg Henry ^ Glatter^ Somer^ 
sety Winchester^ Suffblky tmd Basset. 

War, My Lord of York , I promise you , the king 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York, And so he did; bat yet I like it not. 
In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War, Tush, that was bat his fancy, blame him not; 
I dare presame, sweet prince , he thoaght no haim. 

York. An if I wist he did , — bat let it rest ; 
Other affairs mast now be manag^d. 

[Exeunt York^ Wartotck^ and Vemon, 

Exe, Well didst thoa, fiichard , to sappress thy voice ; 
For, had the passions of thy heart borst oat, 
I fear we should have seen decipher*d there 
More rancoroas spite, more forioos raging broils, 
Than yet can be imagin'd or sappos'd. 
Bat howsoe*er, no simple man Ihat sees 
This jarring discord of nobilify, 
This shouldering of each other in the court , 
This factious bandying of their faronrites , 
Bat that he doth presage some ill event. 
'Tis mach when sceptres are in children*s hands; 
Bat more when envy breeds ankind division; 
There comes the rain, there begins confdsion. [Exü. 

ScbneIE. Before Bourdeaux, 

Enter Talbot, with his Forces, 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaoz , trumpeter ; 
Summon their general onto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter ^ on the walls^ the General 
of the French Forces, and oihers, 

English John Talbot, captains, calls yoa forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England; 
And thos he woald, — Open yoor (dty-gates; 
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ße humble to us; call my sorereign yonni, 
And do him homage as obedient subjecto; 
And ril withdraw me aikd mj bloodj power: • 
Bat, if jott frowa upon this proffer'd peace, 
You tempt the twty of my Üktee attendants , 
Lean famine, quartering steel, and elimbing fire; 
Wbo, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 
If you forsake the offer of oor love. 

Gen, Thott ominons and f earfdl owl of death , 
Cur nation*B terror, and their bloody scourgel 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 
On OS thou canst not enter but by death; 
For, I Protest, we are well fortified, 
And streng enough to issue out and fight: 
If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee : 
On either band thee there are squadrons pitch'd, 
To wall thee &om the liberty of ilight; 
And no way canst thou tum thee for redress, 
But death doth front thee with apparent spoU, 
And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 
Ten tiiousand French have ta*en the sacrament 
To rive their dangerous artilleiy 
Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 
LOf there thou standest, a breathing yaliant man, 
Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit ! 
This is the latest gloiy of thy praise 
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal; 
For ere the glas9 » that now begins to run , 
Finish the process of bis sandy hour , 
These eyes, that see thee now well-colour6d, 
Shall see thee wither*d, bloody, pale, and dead. [Drum afar off, 
Harkl hark! the Dauphin's drum, a warning bell, 
Sings heavy muiic to thy tii^Qrou« «oul; 
And mine shall ring thy dire departure out 

\ExeuirU General^ ffc, from the waUs^ 
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Tat» He fables not; I htdx fhe enemy: — 
Oat, some llght horsemen, a*d pemse their wlngs. — 
0, negligentond heediesB dUeiplinel 
How are we park'd and bcunded in a pale, ^«« 
A litüe herd of £ngland'B timoroiu deer , 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curt! 
If we be English deer, be, then, in blood; 
Not rascal-like , to fall down with a pinoh , 
Bat rather, moody-mad and desperate stag«, 
Tum on the bloodj hounds with heads of steel, 
And make the cowardB stand aloof at h&ji 
Seil ereiy man hi» life as dear as mine , 
And they shall find dear deer oEja^my fiiends. — ^ 
God and Saint George, Talbot and England*« right, 
Prosper our colours in this dangerons fightl [Bueunt* 

» Soara m. Plams m Gcueony, 

Enter York, wüH Forces; to htm a Messenger. 

York, Are not the speedy scouts retom'd again, 
That dogg*d the mighly army of the Dauphin? 

Hess. They are retum*d, my lord; and give it out 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power, 
To fight with Talbot: as he march'd along, 
By your espials were discover^d 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led; 
Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bourdeaux. 

York, A plague upon that yillain Somerset, 
That thus delays my promis^d supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for thls siege! 
Benown^d Talbot doth expect my aid; 
And I am louted by a traitor villain. 
And cannot help the noble cheyalier: 
GU)d comfort him in this necessityl 
If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir Wiluam Luot. 
Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English strength, 



334 pmsT PAÄT OF* ' {Aornri* 

Never 80 needfol on the earth of France, 

Spar to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron. 

And hemm'd about with grim destrüction: 

To Bourdeanx, warlike dokel to Bourdeauz, York! 

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's honoor. 

York, God , that Somerset — who in proud heart 
Doth stop my comets — were in Talbot*s place! 
So should we saye a valiant gentleman 
By forf eiting a traitor and a coward. 
Mad ire and wrathful furj make me weep, 
That thus we die , whüe remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress'd lord! 

York. He dies, we lose; I break my warlike word; 
We moum, France smiles; we lose, they dailj get; 
All long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy. Then Grod take mercy on braye Talbot's «oul; 
And on bis son joung John, who two hours since 
I met in trayel toward bis warlike father! 
This seven years did not Talbot see bis son; 
And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York, Alas , what joy shall noble Talbot have 
To bid bis young son welcome to bis grave? 
Away! vexation almost stops my breath, 
That sunder'd friends greet in the hour of death. — 
Lucy, farewell: no more my fortune can. 
Bat carse the cause I cannot aid the man. — 
Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
Long all of Somerset and bis delay. [Exil with Forces. 

Lucy, Thus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 
That ever-living man of memory, 
Henry the Fifth: — whiles they each other cross, 
Lires , honours , lands , and all , hurry to loss. [Exit, 



8CBHBXV.] KINO HENEY VI. 335 

SoENB IV. Other plains in Gascony, 

Enter Sombrskt, wüh his Forces; an Officer o/'Talbot'b with Mm. 

Som. It is too late; I cannot send them now: 
This expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too rashly plotted; all our general force 
Might wiÜi a sally of the very town 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hath Bullied all his gloss of fonuer honour 
By this unheedfal, desperate, wild adventure: 
York set him on to fight and die in shame , 
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 

OJf. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o*er-match'd forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som, How now, Sir William! whither were you sent? 

Lucy. Hither, my lord ; &om bought and sold Lord Talbot ; 
Who, ring'd about with bold adversity, 
Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 
To beat assailing death from his weak legioj^s: 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs, 
And, in disvantage lingering, looks for rescue , 
You, his false hopes, Üie trust of England's honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 
Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 
While he, renown^d noble gentleman, 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 
Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 
Alen^on, Beignier, compass him about, 
And Talbot perisheth by your default. 

Som. York set-him on, York should have ssnt him aid. 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ezdaims; 
Swearing that you withhold his levied horse, 
CoUected for this expedition. 
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Som. York lies; he miglit have sent and had the horse; 
I owe him lltüe dufy, and less loye; 
And take foul scom to fawn on him by sending. 

Lucy» The fraud of England , not the force of France , 
Hath now entrapp'd the noble-minded Talbot: 
Never to England shall he bear bis life ; 
But dies, betraj'd to fortone hy your strlfe. 

Som, Come, go; I will dispatch the horsemen stmight; 
Within six honrs they will be at bis aid. 

Lucy, Too late comes ireäcne; he is ta*en or dlain: 
For fly he could not, if he i^öMld bare fled; 
And fly would Talbot neVer, thoügh he might. 

Som, If he be dead, br^e T^ot, then, adieü! 

Lucy, His fame lives in the world , bis shame in you. 

[Exeuni, 

ScBNB y. The English camp near Bourdeaux. 

ErUer Tjjmot and Johh hU son, 

Tal, young John Talbot! 1 did send fot thee 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war, 
That Talbot's ntme might be in thee reidv'd 
When sapless age and weak unable ümbs 
Should bring thy father to bis droöping chair. 
Bat, — maügnant and ill-böding sti^s! — 
Now thon art come unto a feast of death, 
A terrible and unavoided danger: 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swifiest horse; 
And 1*11 direct thee how thon shalt es^ape 
By sndden flight: come, dätly not, be gone. 

John, Is my name Talbot? and am I yotn* son? 
And shall I fly ? 0, if you lore my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name , 
To make a bastard and a slave of me! 
The World will say, he is not Talbot's blood, 
That basely fled when noble Talbot stood. 

Tal, Fly, to revenge my death , if I be slain. 

John, He that flies so will ne'er retnm again. 
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TaL If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 

John, Then let me stay; and, father, do 70a flj: 
Your loss is great, so your regard should be; 
My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my deatb the French can little boast; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight cannot stain the honour you have won; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done: 
You fled for vantage , every one will swear; 
But, if I bow, they '11 say it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay, 
If , the first hour, I shrink and run away. 
Here, on my knee , I beg mortality, 
Bather than life preserv'd with infamy« 

Tal, Shall aU thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb? 

John* Ay, rather than I'll shame my mother's womb. 

Tal, Upon my blessing, I command thee go. 

John, To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 

TaL Part of thy father may be sav'd in thee. 

John, No part of him but will be sham'd in me. 

Ted, Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it. 

John. Yes, your renown^d name: shall flight abuse it? 

Tal, Thy father's Charge shall clear thee from that stain. 

John, You cannot witness for me , being slain. 
If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

TaL And leave my followers here, to fight and die? 
My age was never tainted with such shame. 

John, And shall my youth be guilty of such blame? 
No more can I be sever'd from your side 
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide : 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal, Then here I take my leave of thee , fair son, 
Born to eclipse thy Kfe this afternoon. 
Come, side by side together live and die; 
And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

[ExeunU 
Shakespeare, III, 22 
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ScENB VI. Ä fidd of hattle, 

Alarums: excursions^ tpherdn Talbot*8 Son is hemmed about, 

and Talbot rescues hm. 

Tal. Saint George and victory! fight, soldiers, fight: 
The regent hath with Talbot broke bis word, 
And leffc os to the rage of France bis sword. 
Wbere is John Talbot? — Pause , and take tby breatb; 
I gaye thee life, and rescu'd tbee from deatb. 

Jo7m, Oj twice my fatber, twice am I tby son! 
Tbe llfe tbou gav*st me first was lost and done , 
Tül witb tby warlike sword, despite of fate, 
To my determin'd time tbou gav'st new date. 

Tal» Wben from tbe Daupbin's crest tby sword strack fire, 
It warm'd tby fatber's beart witb proud desire 
Of bold-fac*d victory. Tben leaden age , 
QuickenM witb youtbful spieen and warlike rage , 
Beat down Alen^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from tbe pride of Gallia rescu'd tbee. 
Tbe irefol bastard Orleanei — tbat drew blood 
From tbee, my boy, and bad tbe maidenbood 
Of tby first figbt — I spon encounterM, 
And, intercb'anging blows, I qnickly sbed 
Some of bis bastard blood; and, in disgrace, 
Bespoke bim tbus, — '^Contaminated, base. 
And misbegotten blood I spill of tbine , 
Mean and rigbt poor , for tbat pure blood of mine 
Wbicb tbou didst force from Talbot, my brave boy :" — 
Here, purposing tbe Bastard to destroy, 
Ccune in streng rescue. Speak, tby fatiier*scare, — 
Art tbou not weary, Jobn? bow dost tbou fare? 
Wilt tbou yet leave tbe battle, boy, and fly, 
Now tbou art seal'd tbe son of cbivalry? 
Fly, to revenge my deatb wben I am dead: 
Tbe belp of one Stands me in little stead. 
O, too mucb folly is it, well I wot, 
^0 bazard all our lives in one small boati 
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If I to-day die not with Frenclimen's rage, 

To-morrow I shall die with mickle age: 

B7 me they nothing gain, an if I stay, — - 

'Tis bat the shortening of my life one day : 

In thee thy mother dies, oor hoosehold's name, 

My deaih's revenge, thy youth, and £ngland*8 fame: 

AU these, and more, we hazard by thy stay; 

All these are say'd, if thon wilt fly away. 

John, The sword of Orleans hath not made me smart; 
These words of yours draw Hfe-blood from my heart: 
On that adyantage, booght with such a shame, — 
To save a paltry Hfe, and slay bright fsune, — 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The coward horse that bears me fall and die ! 
And like me to the peasant boys of France, 
To be shame*s scom and subject of mischancel 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 
An if I fly, I am not Talbot's son: 
Then talk no more of flight , it is no boot ; 
If son to Talbot, die at Talbot*s foot. 

Tal» Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icaros; thy life to me is sweet: 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father*s side; 
And', commendable proy'd, let's die in pride. [ExeunU 

ScBHB VII. Anotiier pari of the field, 

Aktrums: excursions, Enier Talbot tüounded^ iupparted hy a 

Servant. 

Tal, Where is my other life? — mine own is gone ; — 
0, where's yomig Talbot? where is valiant John? — 
Trimnphant death, smear'd with captivity, 
Young Talbot's valour makes me smile at thee: — 
When he perceiv*d me shrink and on my knee , 
His bloody sword he brandish'd over me, 
And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Bough deeds of rage and stem impatience ; 

22» 
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But when my angry guardant stood alone , 
Tendering mj min , and assaird of none , 
Dizzy-ey'd fory and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him &om my side to start 
Into the clustering batüe of the French; 
And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His over-mounting spirit; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Serv. my dear lord , lo , where your son is bome ! 

Enter Soldiers, hearmg the hoäy o/* John .Talbot. 

Tal. Thou antic death, whichlaugh'st HS here to Bcom, 
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbots, wingM through the litherßky, 
In thy despite , shali scape mortality. — 
thou whose wounds become hard-favour*d death , 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath! 
Brave death by speaking, whether he wül or no; 
Imagine him a Frenchman and thy foe. — 
Foor boy! he smiles, methinks, as who should say, 
Had death been French, then death had died to-day. — 
Come . come , and lay him in his father*8 arms: 
My spidt can no longer bear these harms. 
Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would have, 
Now my old arms are young John Talbot*s graye. [Dies. 

AlarumSi Exeunt Soldiers and Servant , leaving the two hodies. 
Enter Charles, Albn^on, BuBauin)T, ike Bastard of Orleans^ 

La Pucsllb , and Forces. 

Chär. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in , 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast, How the young whelp of Talbot's, raging-wood, 
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen*8 blood I 

Puc. Once I eneounter'd him, and thusi said, 
" Thou maiden youth , be vanquish^d by a maid : " 
But , with a proud; majestical high scom ^ 
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He answer'd thos, '' Young Talbot was not botn 
To be ihe pillage of a giglet wench:'* 
So y mshing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudlj, as unworthy figbt. 

Bur, Doubtless he would have made a noble knight: -^ 
See y where he lies inhears^d in the anns 
Of tlie most bioody nurser of his harmsl 

Bast, Hew tbem to pieces, hack their bones asunder, 
Whose life was England's glorj, Galiläas wonder. 

Chor. »0, no, forbearl for thafc which we have fled 
During the life , let os not wrong it dead. 

EfUer Sir Willuh Lüct, aitended; a French Herald precedmg, 

Lucy. Herald, 
Conduct me to the Dauphin^s tent, to know 
Who hath obtain'd the gloiy of the day. 

Char, On what submissive message art thou sent? 

Lucy. Submission, Dauphin I 'tis amere French wOrd; 
* We English warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en , 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char, For prisoners ask*st thou? hell our ptison is. 
But teil me whom thou seek'st. 

Lucy, Where is the great Alddes of the field, 
Yaliant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury, — 
Created, for his rare success in arms, 
Great Earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield , 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Fumival of Sheffield, 
The thrice-victorious Lord of Falconbridge; 
Ejiight of the noble order of Saint George, 
Worthj Saint Michael, and the Grolden Fleece; 
Great Marshai to Henry the Sixth 
Of all his wars within tiie realm of France? 

Puc. Here is a silly-stately slyle indeedl 
The Turk, that two-and-fifty kingdoms hath. 
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Writes not so tediöiu a style as this. — 
Hirn that thou magnifiest with all these tiües , 
Stinking and flj-blown, lies here at cur feet. 

Lucy, Is Talbot slain, — the Frenchmen's only ecoorge, 
Yonr kingdom's terror and black Nemesis? 
0, were mine ejeballs into bullets tum'd , 
That I, in rage, might shoot them at your facesl 
O, that I eould bat call these dead to Hfe! 
It were enough to fright the realm of France: 
Were but bis picture left amongst you here , 
It would amaze the proudest of you all. 
Give me their bodies, that I may bear them hence, 
And give them bnrial as beseems their worth. 

Puc, I think this upstart is old Talbot's ghost, 
He speaks with such a proud-commanding spirit. 
For God's sake , let him have *em; to keep them here, 
They would bat stink , and putrefy the air. 

Ckar, Gro, take their bodies hence. 

lAAcy, m bear them hence: 

Bat doabt not from their ashes shaU be rear'd ' 
A phoenix that shall make all France afeard. 

Chbr. So we be rid of them, do what thou wilt. — 
And now to Paris , in this conquering vein: 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's siain. {Exeunt. 



ACT V. 
SoEiTB 1. London, A room in the pcUaee. 

Enter King Henbt, Glosteb, and Exetes. 

K, Hen, Have you peras'd the letters from the Pope, 
The emperor, and the £arl of Armagnac? 

Glo, I have , my lord : and their intent is this , — 
They humbly sue unto your exceUence 
To have a godly peace concluded of 
£etween the realms of England and of France. 

K Hen, How doth your grace affeot their motion? 
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Glo. Well, my good lord; and as the oiily means 
To stop effdsion of our Chnstian blood, 
And stablibh quietneds on every side. 

K, Hen. Ay, marry, nncle; for I always tibought 
It was both impious and nnnatural 
That such immanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith. 

Glo, Beside, my lord, the sooner to effeet 
And surer bind this knot of amity, 
The Earl of Armagnac — near kin to Charles, 
A man of great authority in France — 
Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dower. 

K, Hen, Marriage, unclel alas, my years are youngl 
And fitter is my study and my books 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 
Yet, call th* ambassadors; and, as you please. 
So let them have their answers every one : 
I shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to Grod's glory and my country's weal. 

Enter a Legate and two Ambassadors, with Wischest^, notif 
Cardinal Bbaufost, and habited accordmgly. 

Exe, [a8ide\ WhatI is my Lord of Winchester install'd, 
And call'd unto a cardinaVs degree? 
Then I perceive that wiU be verified 
Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, — 
" If once he come to be a cardinal, 
He'U make his cap co-equal with the crown." 

K. Hen, My lords ambassadors, your sereral suits 
Have been consider'd and debated on. 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable; 
And therefore are we certainly resolv'd 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace; 
Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your master. 
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I have infonn'd his higliness so at large , 
As , liking of the ladj's virtuQus gifts , 
Her beauty, and the value of her dower, 
He doth intend she shall be England's queen. 

K, Hen, [to the Amb,] In argument and proof of which 
conträct , 
Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affection. — 
And 80, mj lord protector, see them guarded, 
And safely brought to Dover; where, inshipp'd, 
Commit them to the f ortune of the sea. 

[Exeunt King Henry^ Gloster^ Exeter^ and 
Amhassadors, 

Cor. Stay, mj lord legate: you shall first receive 
The snm of money which I promis^d 
Should be deliyer'd to his holiness 
For dothing me in these grave omaments. 

Leg, I will attend upon yoor lordship's leisore, [ExiU 

Car, Now Winchester will not submit, I trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 
Humphrey of Gloster , thou shalt well perceive 
That neitiier in birth or for authority 
The bishop will be overbome by thee: 
111 either make thee stoop and bend thy knee, 
Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Bxit, 

SoBNB n. France, Plams in Anjou. 

Enter Chablbs, BusauNDr, Albn^on, the Bastard of Orleans, 
Rbionieb, La Pücblle, and Forces, marcMng, 

Char, These news, my lords, may cheer our drooping 
spirits: 
'Tis Said the stout Parisians do revolt, 
And tum again nnto the warHke French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris , roy al Charles of France , 
And keep not back yoor powers in dalliance. 

Puc, Peace be amongst them , if they tum to us ; 
Else , min combat with their palaces ! 
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Enier a Messenger. 

Mess, Success unto our valiant general, 
And happiness to bis accompUces! 

Char, What tidings send our scouts ? I prithee , speak. 

Mess. The English arm^, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one, 
And means to ^ve you ba1;tle presently, 

Char. Somewliat too sudden , sirs , the waming isf 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trost the ghost of Talbot is not there : 
Now he is gone , my lord , you need not fear. '; 

Puc, Of all base passions , fear is most accurs'd ; — 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine; 
Let Henry fr et, and all the world repine. 

Char, Then on, my lords; and France be fortunatel 

[Exeunt 

* 

ScENK III. Before Anglers, 

Alarums: excursions. Enter La Pücsllb. 

Puc, The regent conquers , and the Frenchmen fly. — 
Now help, ye charming spells and periapts; 
And ye choice spirits ^at admonish me , 
And give me signs of future accidents , — 
You speedy helpers, that are Substitutes 
Under the lördly monarch of the north , 
'Appear, and aid me in this enterprisel [Thunder» 

Enter Fiends. 
This speed and quick appearance argues proof 
Of yotir accustom'd dlligence to me. 
Now, ye familiär spmts , that are öuU'd 
Out of the powerful legions under earth, 
Help me this once , that France may get the £eld. 

[They walk about^ and speak not, 

O, hold me not with silence orer-long! 

.Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, ^ , 

TU lop a member off, and give it you , 
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In camest of a further benefit, 

So 70a do condesceud to help me now. [TVtey hang iheir heads. 

No hope to have redress? — My body shall 

Paj reoompense, if you will grant my suit. 

[They sJiake iheir heads. 

Cannot my body nor bloodrsacrifice 

Entreat yoü to your wonted fiirtherance? 

Then take niy soul, — my body, soul, and all, 

Before that England give the French the foil. [Tliey deparL 

See, they fqrdake me! Now the time is come, 

That France müst vail her lofty-plum^d crest, 

And let her head fall into England's lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak , 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with: 

Now, France, thy glory droopethto the dust. [Exä. 

• 

Älarums. Enter Fi'ench and Englisk, fighting, La Püoelle and 
YoKK fight hand to hand: La Pucellb is taken, The French fty, 

York, Damsel of France , I think I have you fast: 
ünchain your spirits now with spelling charms , 
And try if they can gain your liberty. — 
A goodly prize, fit for the deviFs grace ! 
See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 
As if , with Circo , she would change my shape ! 

Pue, Chang^d to a worser shape thou canst not be. 

York, 0, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man; 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Puc, A plaguing mischief light on Charles and thee ! 
And may ye botii be suddenly surpris'd 
By bloody hands , in sleeping on your beds I 

York, Fell baiming hag , enchantress , hold thy tongue ! 

Puc, I prithee , give me leave to curse awhile. 

York, Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to the stake. 

[ExeunL 

Älarums, Enter Süffolk, leadmg in MAsaARBT* 

Suf, Be what thou wiit, thou art my prisoner. 

[Gazes on her. 
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• 

fairest beauty, do not fear nor fljl 

For I will touch thee but with reverent Lands, 
And lay them gentiij on ihy tender side. 

1 kiss theae fingen for etemal peace. [Künng her handt 
Wlio art thou? saj, that I maj honour thee. 

Mar. Margaret my name, and daugbter to a kin^^ 
The King of Naples, — whosoe'er thou art. 

Suf, An earl I am , and Suffolk am I calFd. 
Be not offended, nature^s miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta*en bj me: 
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save, 
Eeeping them prisoners undemeath her wlngs. 
Yet, if this servile usage once offend, 
Go, and be free again as Suffolk's friend. 

[She tums away as going, 
O, stay! — [Äside] I have no power to let her pass; 
My band wonld free her, bat my heart says no. 
As plays the sun upon the glassy streams , 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam , 
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak: 
111 caU for pen and ink, and write my mind: — 
Fie, de la Pole! disable not thyself; 
Hast not a tongue? is she not here ihj prisoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight? 
Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such, 
Confounds the tongue , and makes the senses crouch. 

Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk , — if thy name be so , — 
What ransom must I pay before I pass? 
For I perceive I am thy prisoner. 

Suf. [aside] How canst thou teil she will deny thy suit 
Before thou make a triai of her loye? 

Mar, Why speak'st thou not? what ransom must I pay? 
> Suf, [aside] She's beautiftü, and therefore to be woo'd; 
She is a woman , therefore to be won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom — yea or no? 
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Suf. [aside] Fond man, remember that tlioti hast a wife; 
Then how can Margaret be thj paramour? 

Mar. I were best to l6ave him , for he will not bear. 

Suf, [etstde] Tbere all is marr*d; tbere lies a cooling-card. 

Mar, He talks at random; snre, the man is mad. 

Suf. \aside] And yet a dispensation maj be bad. 

Mar, And yet I would that you would answer me. 

Suf. [aside] I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Wby, for my king: tush, that's a wooden thing! 

Mar, He talks of wood: it is some carpenter. 

Suf. [aside] Yet so my fancy may be satisfied , 
And peace establish^d between these realms. 
.But tbere remains a scmple in that too ; 
Foj though her father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Maine , yet is he poor , 
And our nobility will scom the match. 

Mar, Hear ye , captain , — are you not at leisure? 
. Suf. [aside] It shaU be so, disdain they ne'er so much: 
Henry is youthfol , and will quickly yield. — 
Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 

Mar. [aside] What though I be enthrall'd? he seems a 
knight, 
And will not any way dishonour me. 

Suf, Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. - 

Mar. [aside] Ferhaips I shaU be rescu'd by the French; 
And then.I need not crave bis courtesy. 

Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause — 

Mar. [aside] Tush, women have been captivate ere now. 

Suf. I pritiiee , lady, wherefore talk you so? 

Mar. 1 cry you mercy, 'tis but quid for quo. 

Suf. Say, genüe princess , would you not suppose 
Yöur bondage happy, to be made a queen? 

Mar, To be a queen in bondage is more vile 
Than is a slave in base servility; 
For princes should be free. 

Suf. And so shall you, 

If happy England'a royal king be free. 
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Mar. Why, what concems liis freedom unto me? 

Suf. rUundertake tomake thee Henxy's queen; 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand , 
And set a precioos crown upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condescend to — 

Mar, What? 

' Suf, His love. 

Mar, 1 am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 

Suf, No y gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife , 
And have no portion in the choice myself. 
How say you, madam, — are ye so content? 

Mar, An if my father please , I am content* 

Suf. Then caU our captains and our colours foithl — 

[Troops come forwarä. 
And, madam, at your father's Castle- walls 
We'U crave a parley, to confer with him. 

A parley sounded. Enter Heiqüikr on ihe walls. 
See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisonerl 

Reig, To whom? 

Suf Tome. 

' Reig, Suffolk, whatremedy? 

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep 
Or to ezclaim on fortune's fickleness. 

Suf Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord: 
Consent — and, for thy honour, give consent — 
Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king; 
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto^ 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain^d thy daughter pnncely liberty. 

Reig, Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

Suf, Fair Margaret know» 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 

Reig, Upon thy princely Warrant , I descend 
To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

Suf And here , my lord, I wül expect thy coming. 

{Exii Reignier fnim ihe walls. 
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Tyumpets soundeä. Enter Reigitibb , beloto, 

Reig, Welcome, brave earl, into our territories: 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Suf, Thanks, Beignier, happy for so sweet a child, 
Fit to be made companion with a king: 
What answer makes your grace unto my auit? 

Reig, Since thou dost deign to woo her, litüe worth 
To be the princely bride of such a lord, — 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the counties Maine and Anjou, 
Free from oppression or the stroke of war, 
My daughter shall be Henryks , if he please. 

Suf, That is her ransom , — I defiver her; 
And those two counties I will undertake 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Rdg, And I again, in Henry's royal name, 
As deputy unto that gracious king, 
Give thee her band, for sign of pUghted faith. 

Suf, ßeignier of France , I give thee kingly thanks, 
Because this is in traffic of a king: — 
[Aside] And yet, methinks, I could be well content 
To be mine own attomey in this case. — 
I'll over, then, to England with this news, 
And make this marriage to be solemniz'd. 
So, farewell, Beignier: set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces , as it becomes. 

Reig, I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince King Henry, were he here. 

Mar, Farewell, my lord: good wishes, praise, and prayer» 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going, 

Suf. Farewell, sweet madam: but, hark you, Margaret, — 
Ko princely commendations to my king? 

Mar, Such commendations as become a maid, 
A virgin, and bis servant, say to him. 

Suf, Words sweetly plac'd and modestly directed. 
But, madun, I must trouble you again, — 
No loving token to hia majesty? 
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Mar, Yes, my good lord, — a pure onspotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love , I send the king. 

Suf, And this withal. [Ki9ae9 hef. 

Mar. That for thyself : — I will not so presome 
To send such peevish tokens to a king. 

[Exetmt Reignier ond Margaret, 

Suf. O, wert thou for myself ! — But, Suffolk, stay^ 
Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth; 
There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk. 
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise: 
Bethink thee on her virtues that surmoont, 
And natural graces that eztinguish art; 
Bepeat their semblance often on the seas, 
That, when thou com'st to kneel at Henry *8 feet, 
Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder. [ExiU 

ScBNB IV. Camp of the Duke of York in Anjou. 

Enter York, Warwick, and oihera. 
York. Bring forth that sorceress condemn'd to bum. 

Ikiter La Pucellb, guarded^ and a Shepherd. 

Shep. Ah, Joan, thiskills thy father'sheart ontright! 
Have I BOught every country far and near, 
And, now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Must I behold thy timeless-cruel death? 
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, 1*11 die with thee! 

Puc, Decrepit miserl base ignoble wretch! 
I am descended of a gentler blood: 
Thou art no father nor no friend of mine. 

Shep. Out, out ! — My lords , an please you , 'tis not so; 
I did beget her, all the parish knows: 
Her mo&er liveth yet, can testiiy 
She was the first fruit of my bachelonhip. 

War, Graceless! wiltthoudeny thy parentage? 

York. This argues what her kind of life hath been, — 
Wicked and vile; and so her death eoncludes. 
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Shep. Fie , Joan , that thou wilt be so obstacle I 
God knows thou art a collop of my flesh; 
And.for thy sake have I shed manj a tear: 
Deny me not, I prithee, gentle Joan. 

Puc, Peasant, avaunt! — You have suborn'd this man, 
Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Sh^, 'Tis trae, Ixgave a noble to the priest 
The mom that I was "wedded to her mother. •— 
Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girL 
Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursM be the time 
Of thy nativüy I I would the milk 
Thy mother gave thee when thou suck'dst her breast, 
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake ! 
Or eise, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field, 
I vrish some rayenous wolf had eaten thee ! 
Dost thou deny thy father, curs^d drab? 
f bum her, bum herl hanging is too good. [ExiL 

York. Take her away; for she hath liv'd too long, 
To fill the World with vicious qualities. 

Puc, ■ First, let me teil you whom you have condemn*d: 
Not one begotten of a shepherd swain, 
But issu'd from the progeny of kings; 
Virtuous and holy; chosen from above, 
. By Inspiration of eelestial grace , 
To work exceeding miracles on earth. 
I never had to do with wicked spirits : 
But you , — that are polluted with your lusts , 
Staln'd with the guiltless blood of innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices , — 
Because you want the grace that others have, 
You judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders but by help of devils. 
No, misconceiv^d!. Joan of Are hath been 
A virgin from her teuder infancy, 
Chaste and immaculate in yery thought; 
W hose maiden blood , thus rigorously effus'd , 
Will ciy for vengeanee at the gates of heaven. 
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York» Ay, ay: — away withher tö execution! 

War. And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a maid, 
Spare for no fagots, let there be enow: 
Place barreis of pitch upon the fatal stake, 
That so her torture may be shorten^d. 

Puc, Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? — 
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity, 
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. — 
I am with child, ye bloody homicides: 
Murder not, then, the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

York, Now heaven forfend! the holy maid with child! 

War, The greatest miracle that e'er ye wrought: 
Is all your strict preciseness come to this? 

York, She and the Dauphin have been juggling : 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War, Well , well , go to ; we'll have no bastards live ; 
Espedally since Charles must father it. 

Puc. You are deceiv'd; my child is none of his: 
It was Alen^on that enjoy'd my love. 

York, Alen9on! that notorious Machiavel! 
It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Puc, , give me leave , I have deluded you: 
'Twas neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam'd, 
But Beignier , king of Naples , that prevail'd. ' 

War, A married man! that's most intolerable. 

York, Why, here's a girl! I think she knows not well, 
There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

War, It's sign she hath been liberal and free. 

York, And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure* — 
Stmmpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee: 
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

,Puc, Then leäd me hence; — with whom 1 leave my cursd 
May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode; 
But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 

Shalttspeare, III, 23 
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Enyiron you, tili misehief and despair 

Drive you to break your necks or hang yourselves! 

[Exit^ g%arded. 
York. Break thou in piecei , and oonenune to ashes, 
Thou foul accurs^d minister of hell! 

Enter Cardinal Bxaitfort , aiiended. 

Cor. Lord regent, I do greet jour ezcellence 
With letten of commission from the king. 
For know, mj lords, the Btates of Chzistendom, 
Mov'd with remorse of these outrageoiu broils, 
Haye eamesüy implor'd a general peace 
Betwizt onr nation and th' aspiring French; 
And here at hand the Dauphin and his train 
Approacheth, to confer about some matters. 

York, Is all our travaü tum'd to this efifect? 
After the slaughter of so many peers, 
So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And sold tiieir bodies for their countiy's benefit, 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace? 
Have we not lost most part of all the towns , 
By treason, falsehood, and by treachery, 
Our great progenitors had conquer^? — 
O, Warwick, Warwidt! I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 

War. Be patient, York: if we conclude a peace , 
It shall be with such stiict and severe covenants 
As litüe shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter Chabubs, aüended; Aubn^v, iheBt»iaräof Orleans^ 

BxiGsixa, andoikers. 

Char. Since , lords of England , it is thus agraad 
That peacefnl tmce shall be prodaim'd in Franeo^ 
We come to be inform^d by yourselves 
What the conditions of fhat league most be. 

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling ohder ehokes 
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The hollow passage of my pmon*d Yoioe, 
B7 sight of these our baleM eoemies. 

Cor, Charles, and the rest, it k eoActed thoi: 
That, in regard King Heniy ^vas coamsI, 
Of mere compasaion and of lenify, 
To ease jonr countiy of distrest^ war. 
And soffer you to breathe in froitM peaeo^ -— 
You shall become true liegemen to his crown^: 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt svrear 
To pay him tribute, and sabmit thyself , 
Thou shalt be plac'd as yiceroy under him, 
And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

AUn, Most he be , then , a shadow of himself ? 
Adom his temples wifh a Coronet, 
And yet, in substance and autiiority. 
Betain bat priTÜege of a private man? 
This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Ckar, 'Tis known ahready that I am possess'd 
With more than half the Gallian territories , 
And therein reverenc'd for their lawfiil king: 
ShaU I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd^ 
Detract so much ftom that prerogative, 
As to be call'd but viceroy of the whole ? 
No, lord ambassador; I'll rather keep 
That which I have than, coveting for more , 
Be cast from possibility of all. 

York, Insnlting Charles! hast thou by secret means 
Us*d intercession to obtain a league , 
And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
Standest thou aloof upon comparison? 
Either accept the title thou usurp'st, 
Of benefit proeeeding &om our king , 
And not of any chaUenge of desert, 
Or we will pli^gpie thee with incessant wars. 

Beig. [oHde to Charles] My lord, you dp mot well in obstinacy 
To cayil in the course of this eontrtfet: 

• 23» 



356 pmsT PART OF [actv. 

If once it be neglected , ten to one 
We shall not find like opportonily. 

Alen, [cuide to Charles] To say the truth, it id your policy 
To Bare jonr subjects from such massacre 
And mthless slaughters as are dailj seen 
Bj oor proceeding in hostilily; 
And therefore take this eompact of a tnice , 
Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 

War, How say'st thou, Charles? shall onr condition stand ? 

Char. It shall; 
Only reserv'd , you claim no interest 
In any of onr towns of garrison. 

York. . Then swear aUegiance to his majesty; 
^ As thou art knight, never to disobey 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, — 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 

[Charles and the rest give tokens offealty. 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please; 
Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be süll, 
For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Exeünt, 

ScENB Y. London, A room in the palace. 

Enter King Henry, in Conference mth Suffolk; Glostes and 

EzETEB follotßing. 

K, Hen. Your wondrous rare description, noble earl, 
Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me: 
Her virtues, graced with extemal gifts, 
Do breed love's setüed passions in my heart: 
And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide, 
So am I driven, by breath of her renown , 
Either to suffer shipwreck , or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suf, Tush , my good lord , — this superficial tale 
' Is but a preface of her worthy praise ; 
The Chief perfection» of that lovely dame — 
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Had I suf&cient skill to utter them — 
Would make a Tolume of entdcing lines, 
Able to ravish auj dull conceit: 
And , which is more , she is not so divine , 
So fiill-replete with choice of all delights, 
But, with as humble lowliness of mind, 
She is content to be at jour command; 
Command , I mean , of virtuoos chaste intents , 
To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

K. tien. And otherwise will Henry ne*er presume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent 
That Margaret may be £ngland*s royal queen. 

Glo. So should I giye consent to flatter sin. 
You know, my lord, your highness is betroth*d 
Unto another lady of esteem: 
How shall we, tben, dispense wiih that conträct, 
And not deface your honour with reproach? 

Suf, As doth a roler with unlawfiil oaths; 
Or one that, at a triumph having yow*d 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversaiy's odds: 
A poor earPs daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than that? 
Her father is no better than an earl, 
Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. 0, yes, my lord, her father is aking, 
The King of Naples and Jerusalem, 
And of such great authority in France , 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And so the Earl of Armagnac may do, 
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Exe. Beside, his wealth doth Warrant a liberal dower, 
Where Beignier sooner will receive than give. 

Suf. A dower, my lordsl disgrace not so your king, 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor, 
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To choose for wealth, and not for pevfeet love. 

Heniy is able to enrich hk qoie^n, 

And not to seek a queen to make bim rieh: 

So worihless peasants hafigam fbr their wiveB, 

As market-men for ozen , sheep, or hotse. 

Maniage is a matter of moare worth 

Than to be dealt in by att(»ii0y<sbip; 

Not wbom we will, but wbom hirgraoe affeeti, 

Must be companion of bis nuptial bed: 

And therefore , lords , sinoe be afifed» her mott, 

It most of all Ibese reasons bindet^ in», 

In oiir opinions sbe sbould be prefienp*d. 

For wbat is wed!k>ck fbre^d but a; beU , 

An age of discord and continuali sttdfe? 

Wbereas tbe contraiy bringetb bli», 

And is a pattem <^ eelestial peaoe. 

Wbom sbould we mat^ witb Benirf, beihg a kiof, 

But Margaret, tbat is dttugbter to a king*? 

Her peerless feature, join^d witb ber birtb| 

Approres ber fit for none but for a king: 

Her valiant courage and undau&ted spirit -*« 

More than in women commonly is seen — 

Will answer our hope in iseue of a king ; 

For Hemy, son tmto a <»on<{ueror, 

Is likelj to heget more conqifterorS) 

If with a ladj of so high resolire 

As is fair Margaret he be liak'd in love. 

Then yield, mj lords; and here cwaolude wi& me 

Tbat Margaret sball be queen , and none but sbe. 

K. Hen. Whether it be tbrough foroe of jour report,. 
M7 noble Lord of Suffolk , or iot tbat 
My tender jouth was never yet attaint 
With anj passion of influning lere, 
I cannot teil; but thls I am aMur'd, 
I feel such sharp dissenslon in aay breast, 
Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 
As I am sick with working of my tiKmgbts. 



SCBNBV.] KING HENRY VI. 859 

Take, therefore, shipping; post, mj lord, to France; 

Agree to anj covenants; and procore 

Tbat Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 

To crosB äie seas to England, and be crown^d 

King Henryks faithful and anointed qu^en: 

For 70ur expenses and sufficient Charge, 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I say; for, tili jou do retum, 

I rest perplex^d with a thousand cares. — 

And you, good unde , banish all offence : 

If you do censure me by what you were, 

Not what you are , I know it vnll excuse 

This sudden execution of my will. 

And so, conduct me where, from Company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exil, 

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Exeter, 

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevaird; and thus he goes, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece , 
With hope to find the like event in love , 
But prosper better than the Trojan did. 
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king; 
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. [Exit, 
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ACT I. 
ScBNB I. London, A room of State in ihepalace, 

Ftouriah oftrumpets: iken hautboys, Enier, on one side, King 

Hekbt, Duke of Gloster, Salisbüsy, Waswick, and Cardinal 

Beaüfort; on the other, Queen Masgabbt, led in hy Suffolk; 

YoKK, SoicEBSSTy BüCKiNGHAM, ond others^ follovoing, 

Suf. As bj 70ur high imperial majesty 
I had in Charge at mj depart for France, 
As pro«urator to jour ezcellence , 
To many Princess Margaret for your grace; 
So , in the fkmous ancient city Tours , 
In presence of the Kings of France and Slcü, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and Alen^on, 
Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend bishops, 
I have perform*d my task, and was espous*d: 
And humbly now, upon my bended knee, 
In sight of England and her lordly peers, 
Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 
Of that great shadow I did represent; 
The happiest gift that ever marquess gave, 
The fairest queen that ever king receiv*d. 

K. Hen, Suffolk ,. arise. — Welcome , Queen Margaret: 
I can express no kinder sign of love 
Than this kind kiss. — Lord, that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness! 
For thou hast glyoi me , in this beauteous face , 
A World of earthly blessings to my soul, 
J£ sympathy of loye unite our thoughts. 

Q. Mar, Great King of England, and my graciouB lord^ •— 
The mutnal Conference that my mind hath had, 
Bj day, by night , waking and in my dreams , 
In coiurtly Company or at my beads, 
With you , mine alder-liefesi flovereign , 
Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
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With rader tenm, sadi as mf tidit sffnnlb) 
And over-joy of heart äcfGuk soiitister*. 

K. Hen, Her sight did ravish; biütfaer gva6e ia ipe^eü, 
Her words jclad wit^ wiadttkiV mig'cirfy^ 
Make me £rom wonderhtg^ fidl ia* weejpmg joyav 
Such is the fulnesa of in; h%9Sf^ä eoutent. ^^ 
Lords, with one cheerfdl toiai» Welcome my lo^e. 

^^. [kneeHm^] Lmi^ liVe Qateen Margaret, England's hap- 
pki60c^t [Fhurish, 

Q. Mar. Wo tiiank yoa all« 

Suf, Mj lord protectiMr , m it pleo«» joar grace , 
Here are the Bxücleß of ooatmcted ^eace 
Between cur soyerd^n and the Frenoh king Charles , 
For eighteen months conckided by ccmseot. 

Glo, [reads] "JTmprmttv, it k agveed between tbe Frenoh 
king Charles, and William de la Pole, mavqioesB of Siiffolk, 
ambassador for Henry King of Englcmd, — that the said 
Henry shall espouse the Lady Margar^, daughter unto 
Beignier King ^ Naples, Sicida, and Jenualem; and crown 
her Queen of England ere tiie tiürtieth of May next ensuing. 
Item^ that the duchy of Anjou and the connfy of Maine ididll 
be released and delivered to the klag her fatiber " -— 

K. Hen, Uncle, lnow nowt' 

Glo, Pardon me 9 graciottiloid^ 

Some sudden qualm hath stniedt me at the heart. 
And dimm'd maaie eyes, that I can vead no forther. 

K. Hen, .Uncle of WiiMh^ster, I pxwf^ reaui on. 

Cor, [reads] ^^Item, It is Idr&Qr agreed between &em, 
that the duchies of Anjo« and Maane shall be released and 
delivered over to the long her fnther; aaul she sent orer of 
the Eong of England'» Oiwn« piv^pei^ eo0t and chaxges, without 
having any dowry." 

K Hen, They please tur welL^^Levd marqoessy kneel down : 
We here create theo the first 0nke of Suffolk , 
And girt theo with the swofd. -^ Cousin of Ycdk, 
We here discharge yoor graeefirom being regent 
r the parts of France, tili term of eighteen months 
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Be füll ezpir'd. — Thanks, tmcle Winchester, 
Gloster, York, Buckingham, Somerset, 
Sidisbuij, and WarwicX; 
We thank you all for this great favonr done, 
In entertainment to mj princely queen. 
Come, let us in; and with all speed provide 
To see her coronation be perform'd. 

[ExeurU King^ Queen, and ISvffolk, 
Glo, Brave peers of England, pillarsofthe State, 
To you Duke Humphrey must unload his grief , — 
Yoor grief, the common grief of all the land. 
What! did mj brother Henry spend his youth, 
His valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 
Did he so often lodge in open field 
In winter's cold and summer^s parching heat, 
To conquer France, his true inheritance? 
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 
To keep by policy what Henry got? 
Have you yourselves, Somerset, Bnckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Beceiv*d deep scars in France and Normandy V 
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself , 
With all the leamed Council of the realm, 
Sti^ed so long, sat in the council-house 
Early and late, debating to and fro 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe? 
And was his highness in his infancy 
Crown^d in Paris in despite of foes ? 
And shall these labours and these honours die? 
ShaU Heniy's conquest, Bedford's vigilance, . 
Your deeds of war, and all our.counsel die? 
peers of England, shamefiil is this league! 
Patal this marriage ! cancelling your fame , 
Blotting your names from books. of memory, 
Bazing the characters of your renown, 
Defacing monuments of conquerM France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been! 
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Cor. Kephew, whai meanB this pässionate discourBe, 
This peroration with such circumstance? 
For France, 'tis ours; and we will keep it still. 

Glo, Ajy unde , we will keep it, if we can; 
But now it is impossible we should: 
Süffölk, the new-made duke that rules tbe roast, 
Hath given the duchies of Anjon and Maine 
Unto the poor King Keignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. 

ScU. Now, hj the death of Hirn that died for all, 
These counties were the keys of Normandj: — 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son? 

War, For grief that thej are past recoyery: ^ 
For, were there hope to conquer them again, 
Mj sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine! myself did win them both; 
Those proyinces these arms ofmine did conquer: 
And are the eitles, that I got with wounds, 
Delivefd up again with peaceful words? 
Mort Dieui 

York. For Suffolk*s duke, may hebe suffocate, 
That dims the honour of this warlike isle! 
France should have tom and rent my yeiy heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 
I never read but England's kings have had 
Large sums of gold and dowries with their wiyes; 
And our King Henry giyes away his own, 
To match with her tiiat brings no yantages. 

Glo. A proper jest, and neyer heard before , 
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth 
For costs and charges in transportbig her! 
xShe should haye stay*d in France, and stary'd in France , 
Before — 

Car. My Lord of GUoster, now ye grow too hot: 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glo, My Lord of Winchester, I know your mind; 
.^is not my speeches that you do mislike , 
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Bat *tis mj presence that doth taroable ye. 

Kancour will ont: proud preiate, in thj face 

I see thy faiy: if I langer siay, 

We shaU be^ oor «neient bickeiingfl. ~ 

Lordings, farewell; and say, when I am gone, 

I prophesied — France will be lost ^e long. [ExiU 

Car, So , there goes our pa^oiector in a rage. 
'Tis known to you he is mine enemy; 
^ay, more, an enemy unto yoa ^; 
And no great fnend, I fear me, to the king. 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, 
And heir-apparent to the EngiiA crovn : 
Had Heniy got an empire by his mandage, 
And aU the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 
There*s reason he shonld be displeas'd at it. 
Look to it, lords; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts; be wise and circumspect. 
What fhough the conmion people favour him , 
Calling him "Humphrey, the good Duke of Gloster;" 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
'* Jesu maintain your royal excellence ! " 
With "Grod preserve the good Duke Humphreyl** 
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 
He will be found a dangerous protector. 

Bück, Why should he, then, protect cur sovereigai, 
He being of age to govem of himself ? — 
Cousin of Somerset, join you with me , 
And all together, with the Duke of Suffiolk, 
We'll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his seat. 

Car, This weighty business will not brook delay; 
1*11 to the Duke of Suffolk presenüy. [Exä. 

Sinn, Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's prido 
And greatness of his place be grief to us, 
Yet let US watch the haughty cardinal: 
His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all ihe princes in the land beaide : 
If Gloster be displac'd , he'll be proteetor. 
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Blick, Thou or I , Somerset , will be protector , 
Despite Duke Humpbrey or the cardinaL 

[Eoceuni Buckmgham and Somerset 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition foUows bim. 
Wbile these do labour for tbeir own pre&nneiit, 
Beboves it us to labour for tbe realm. 
I nerer saw but Humpbrey duke of Gloster 
Did bear bim like a noble gentleman. 
Oft bave I seen tbe baugbty cardinal — 
More like a soldier tban a man o* tbe cbureh, 
As stout and prond at he were loird of all — 
Swear like a mffian, and demean bimself 
Unlike tbe ruler of a commonweaL •— 
Warwick, my son, the oomfort of my age, 
Tby deeds, tby plainness, and tby bousekeeping, 
Have won tbe greatest farour of tiie comtnons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humpbrey: ^— 
And, brotber York, tby acta in Ireland, 
In bnnging tbem to ci^ discipline; 
Tby late exploits done in the beart of FraacB, 
Wben thou wert regent for our Bovereign, 
Have made tbee fear*d and bonoar'd of the peopk: — » 
Join we together, for tbe publie good. 
In what we can, to bridle and suppresa 
Tbe pride of Suffolk and tbe caidinal, 
With Somerset's and Buckingfaam^s ambilion; 
And, as we may, cherisb Duke Humpbrey *s deeds, 
Wbile they do tend the profit of the land. 

War, So God belp Warwick , as be lorea the land , 
And common profit of bis country ! 

York, [astde] And so says York, for be batb greatest cause. 

Sal. Tben let's 
Make haste away, and look unto tbe main. 

War, Unto tbe mala! father, Maine i« lost, — 
That Maine which by main force Warwick did win , 
And would have kept so long aß breath did last! 
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Main chance, fatiier, you meant; but I meant Maine, — 
WhixAi I will win from France, or eise be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Salishury, 
York. Anjott and Maine are given to the French; 
Paris is lost^ tiie State of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Soffolk condaded on the articles; 
The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas*d 
To change two dnkedoms for a duke*s fair daughter. 
I cannot blame them all: what is't to them? 
"ris thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may maJke cheap pennyworths of their pillage , 
And purchase friends, and give to courtezans, 
Still revelling, like lords , tiU all be gone ; 
Whileas the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings hb helpless hands, 
And shakes his head, and trembling Stands aloof , 
While all is shar*d , and all is bome away, 
Keady to starve, and dare not touch his own: 
So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 
While his own lands are bargain'd for and sold. 
Methinks the realms öf England, France, and Ireland 
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood 
As did the fatal brand Althsea bnrh*d 
Unto the prince*s heart of Calydon. 
Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French! 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France , 
Even as I have of fertile England's soil. 
A day will come when York shall daim his own; 
And therefore I will take the Nevils' parts , 
And make a show of love to proud Duke Humphrey, 
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 
For that*s the golden mark I seek to hit: 
Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 
Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fust, 
Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 
Whose churoh-like humour fits not for a crown. 
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Then , York , be still awhile , tili time do serve : 

Watch thou and wake, wben others be asleep, 

To pry into the secrets of the state; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in jojs of love , 

Witb bis new bride and England^s dear-bougbt queen, 

And Humphrey witb tbe peers be fall'n at jars: 

Tben will I raise aloft tbe milk-wbite rose , 

Witb wbose sweet smell tbe air sball be perfdm'd; 

And in mj Standard bear tbe arms of York, 

To grapple witb tbe bouse of Lancaster; 

And, force perforce, I'U make bim yield tbe crown, 

Wbose bookisb nile batb pull*d fair England down. [Exit. 

ScENE n. Ute same, A room in the Duke of Gloster's Tumse. 

Enter Gloster and the DacbesB. 

Duck, Wby droops my lord, like over-ripen'd com 
Hanging tbe bead at Ceres' plenteous load? 
Wby dotb tbe great Duke Humpbrey knit bis brows, 
As frowning at tbe favours of tbe world? 
Wby are tbine eyes fix'd to tbe sullen eartb, 
Gazing on tbat wbicb seems to dim tby sigbt? 
Wbat seest tbou tbereV King Henry 's diadem, 
Encbas'd witb all tbe honours of tbe world? 
If so , gaze on, and grovel on tby face , 
Until tby bead be circled witb tbe same. 
Put fortb tby band, reacb at tbe glorious gold : — 
Wbat, is't too sbort? I'll lengtben it witb mine; 
And, baving botb togetber beav'd it up, 
We'll botb togetber Hft our beads to beaven. 
And never more abäse our sigbt so low 
As to Youcbsafe one glance unto tbe ground. 

Glo, Neil, sweet Neil, if tbou dost love tby lord, 
Banisb tbe canker of ambitious tbougbtsi 
And may tbat tbougbt, wben I imagine ill 
Against my king and nepbew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my last breatbing in tbis mortal world! 
My tronblous dream tbis nigbt dotb make me sad. 

Shakespeare. lU, 24 
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Duck, What dream'd my lord? teil me , and Fll reqnite it 
With sweet rehearsal of my moming's dream. 

Glo, Methought this staff, mine office' badge in court, 
Was broko in twaln; hj whom I have forgot, 
But, as I think, ^t was bj the cardinal; 
And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund duke of Somerset, 
And William de la Pole, first duke of Suffolk. 
This was mj dream: what it doth bode, Grod knows. 

Duck, Tut, this was nothing but an argument 
That he that breaks a stick of G-loster's grove 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 
But list to me, mj Humphrej, mj sweet duke: 
Methought I sat in seat of majesty 
In the cathedral chureh of Westminster, 
And in that chair where kings and queens are crown*d; 
There Henrj and Dame Margaret kneeFd to me, 
And on jny head did set the diadem. 

Glo, Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright: 
Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur'd Eleanor! 
Art thou not second woman in the reaim, 
And the protector's wife, belov'd of him? 
Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 
Above the reach or compass of thj thought? 
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery, 
To tumble down thj husband and thjself 
From top of honour to disgrace*s feet? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more! 

Duch, What, what, my lord! are you so cholenc 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream? 
Nezt time 1*11 keep my dreams unto myself , 
And not be check*d. 

Glo, ^B.y^ be not angiy, I am pleas*d again. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hess, My lord protector, 'tis his higlmess' pleasure 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban*s, 
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 
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I 

Glo. I go. — Come, Neil, — thoult ride with us, I'm sure. 

Duch, Yes , 1117 good lord , I'll follow presently. 

[Exeunt Glosier and Messenger. 
Follow I miist; I cannot go before, 
While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and nezt of blood, 
I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks, 
And smooth mj waj npon their headless necks; 
And, being a woman, I will notbe slack 
To play my part in Fortune^s pageant. — 
Where are 70U there, Sir John? nay, fear not, man, 
We are alone; here's none but thee and I. 

Enier Huus. 

Hunte, Jesos preserve jovx royal majesty! 

Duck. What say'st thou? majesty I I am but grace. 

Hume, Bat, bj the grace of God , and Hume's advice , 
Your grace's title shall be multiplied. 

Duch. What say'st thou, man? hast thou as yet conferr'd 
With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch, 
With Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? 
And will they undertake to do me good? 

Hume. Thifl they have promisM, — to show your highness 
A spirit rais*d from depth of under-ground, 
That shall make answer to such qucstions 
As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Duch, It is enough; I'U think upon the questions: 
When from Saint Alban*8 we do make retum , 
We*ll see these things effected to the füll. 
Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. [EadL 

Hume, Hume must make merry with the duchess* gold; 
Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John Hume! 
Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum: 
The business asketh silent secrecy. 
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch: 
Gold cannot come amiss , were she a devlL 

24» 
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Yet have I gold flies from another coast : — 

I dare not say, &om the rieh cardinal , 

And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk ; 

Yet I do find it so: for, to be piain, 

Thej, knowing Dame Eleanor's aspiring humour, 

Have hir^d me to undennine the duchess , 

And buzz these conjurations in her brain. 

They say, — A crafty knave doea need no broker; 

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal's broker. 

Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 

To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it Stands; and thus, I fear, at last 

Hume's knaveiy will be the duchess' wreck , 

And her attainture wiU be Humphrey's fall: 

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. [Exä. 

ScENB III. The same. An ouier room in the palace. 

Enter Petes, and oÜier Petitioners. 

First Petit. My masters, lefs stand close: mylord pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver 
our supplications in the quill. 

See. Petit. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good 
man! Jesu bless him! 

Hrst Petit. Here 'a comes, methinks, and the queen with 
him. I'll be the first, sure. 

Enter Scffolk and Queen Maboaret. 

See. Petit. Come back, fool; this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my lord protector. 

Suf. How now, fellow! wouldst any thing with me? 

First Petit. I pray, my lord, pardon me; I took ye for my 
lord protector. 

Q. Mar. For my lord protector! Are your supplications 
to his lordship? Let me see them: — what is thine? 

First Petit. Mine is, an't please your grace , against John 
Goodman, my lord cardinal's man, for keeping my house| 
and lands, and wife and all , from me. 
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Suf. Thy wife too! tliat'a some wrong, indeed. — What's 
yours? — What's here ! [Reads] "Against the Dake of Suffolk, 
for enclosing the commons of Melford." — How now, sir 
knave I 

See, Petit Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole township. 

Peter, [presenting Ms petiiion] Against mymaster, Thomas 
Homer, for saying that the Duke of York was rightftd heir 
to the crown. * 

Q. Mar. What say'st thou? did the Duke of York say he 
was rightful heir to the crown? 

Peier» That my master was? no, forsooth: my master 
Said that he was; and that the king was an usurper. 

Suf, Who is there? [Enter Servanis.] — Take this fellow 
in , and send for his master with a pursuivant presently. — 
We'll hear more of your matter before the king. 

[Exeunt Servanis with Peter, 

Q. Mar, And as for you, that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our protector's grace , 
Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. [Tears the petiiions, 
Away, base cullionsl — Suffolk, let them go. 

All. Come , let's be gone. [Exeunt Petitioners, 

Q, Mar, My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 
Is this the fashion in the court of England? 
Is this the govemment of Britain's isle , 
And this the royalty of Albion*s king? 
What, shall King Henry be a pupil still, 
Under the surly Gloster's governance? 
Am I a queen in title and in style , 
And must be made a subject to a duke? 
I teil thee , Pole , when in the city Tours 
Thou rann*st a tilt in honour of my love , 
And stoFst away the ladies' hearts of France , 
I thought King Henry had resembled thee 
In courage, courtship, and proportion: 
But all his mind is bent to holiness , 
To number Ave- Maries on his beads: 
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His Champions axe the prophets and aposties; 

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ; 

His study is his tUt-yard , and his loves 

Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints. 

I would the College of the cardinals 

Would choose him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 

And set the triple crown upon his head : — 

That were a state fit for his holiness. 

Suf, Madam, be patient: as I was cause» 
Your highnesB came to England , so wiU I 
In England work your grace's fiill content. 

Q. Mar, Beside the haught protector , have we Beaufort 
Th' imperious churchman, Somerset, Buckingham, 
And grumblihg York; and not the least of these 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf. And he of these that can do most of all 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 
Salisbuiy and Warwick are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so much 
As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife. 
She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an empress than Duke Humphrey's wife: 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen: 
She bears a duke's revenues on her bacä^, 
And in her heart she scoms our poverty: 
Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 
Contemptuous base-bom c^llet as she is, 
She vaunted 'mongst her minions fother day, 
The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father^s lands , 
Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 

Suf. Madam, myself have lim'd a bush for her, 
And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds, 
That she will Hght to listen to their lays , 
And never mount to trouble you again. 
So, let her rest: and, madam, list to me; 
For I am bold to counsel you in this. 
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Althongh we fancy not the cardinal , 

Yet müst we joln with him and with the lords , 

Till we have brought Duke Humphrej in disgrace. 

As for the Duke of York, — this late complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit. 

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last, 

And you yourself shall steer the happy heim. 

Enter King £Lenby, Duke and Duchess of Glostsb , Cardinal 
BsAUFosT, BücsiNaHAM, YosK, SoMSRSST, SALisBUEr, and 

Wakwick. 

K Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care not whieh; 
Or Somerset or York, all's one to me. 

York, If York have ill demean'd himself in Franoe, 
Then let him be denay'd the regentship. 

Som, If Somerset be unworthy of the place , 
Let York be regent; I will yield to him. 

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or no. 
Dispute not that: Ybrk is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwlck, let thy betters speak. 

War, The cardinal*s not my better in the field. 

Blick. All in this presence are thy betters, Warwick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

Sal. Peace, son! — and show some reason, Buckingham, 
Why Somerset should be preferr*d in tlus. 

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have it so. 

Ölo. Madam , the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure: these are no women's matters. 

Q. Mar. If he be o^d enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector of his excellence? 

Glo. Madam , I am protector of the realm ; 
And, at his pleasure , wül resign my place. 

Suf. Resign it, then, and leave thine insolence. 
Since thou wert king, — as who is king but thou? — 
The Commonwealth hath daily run to wreck; 
The Dauphin hath prevaii*d beyond the seas; 
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And all the peers and nobles of tlie realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Cor. The commons hast thou rack'd; the clergy's bags 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

Som, Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife*s attire, 
Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

Bück, Thy cruelty in execution 
lipon offenders hath exceeded law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q, Mar, Thy sale of Offices and towns in France — 
If they were known , as the suspect is great — 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[Eodi Gloster, The Queen drops her fan, 
Give me my fan: what, minion! can ye not? 

\Gives {he Duchess a hox on the ear, 
I ciy you mercy, madam; was it you? 

Duch, Was*t 1 1 y ea , I it was , proud Frenchwoman : 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
I'd set my ten commandments in your face. 

K, Hen, Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas against her will. 

Duch, Against her willl good king, look to*t in time; 
She'll hamper thee , and dandle thee like a baby : 
Though in this place most master wear no breeches, 
She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unreveng'd. [Exit, 

Bück, Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen affcer Himiphrey, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now; her fury needs no spurs , 
She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction. [Exit, 

Re-enter Glostsb. 

Glo, Now, lords, my choler being over-blown 
With Walking once about the quadrangle , 
I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 
As for your spiteful false objections , 
Prove them, and I lie open to the law: 
But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 
As I in duty love my king and country ! 
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Bat, to the matter that we have in band: — 
I saj, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf, Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason , of no little force , 
That York is most unmeet of anj man. 

York, 1*11 teil thee , Suffolk , why I am unmeet: 
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 
Next, if I be appointed for the place, 
My Lord of Somerset will keep me here, 
Without discharge, money, or fdmitare, 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands: 
Last time, I danc'd attendance on his will 
Till Paris was besieg*d, famish'd, and lost. 

War, That can I witness ; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Suf, Peace , headstrong Warwick ! 

War. Image of pride , why should I hold my peace? 

Enter Serrants , hringing in Hobner and Petes. - 

Suf, Because here is a mau accus'd of treason: 
Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself ! 

York, Doth any one accuse York for a traitor? 

K, Hen, What mean*st thou, Suffolk? teil me, what are 
these? 

Suf, Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason: 
His words were these, — that Kichard duke of York 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown. 
And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K, Hen. Say, man, were these thy words? 

Hör, An't shall please your majesty, I never said nor 
thought any such matter: God is my witness, I am falsely 
accused by the villain. 

Pet, [Tiolding up Jus Tiands] By these ten bones, my lords, 
he did speak them to me in the garret one night, as we were 
Bcouring my Lord of York's armour. 
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York. Base dangliill villain and mechanical, 
III haye thj head for this ihy traitor's speech. — 
I do beseech jonr rojal majesty, 
Lei liirn haye all the rigour of the law. 

Hör, Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the words. 
M7 accoser is my prentice; and when I did correct him for 
bis fault the other djEiy, he did vow upon his knees he would 
be even with me: I have good witness of this; therefore, I 
beseech your majesty, do not caat away an honest man for a 
villain's accusation. 

K, Hm, Uncle , what shall we say to this in law? 

Qlo, This is my doom , my lord , if I may judge : 
Let Somerset be regent o*er the French, 
Because in York this breeds suspicion; 
And let these have a day appointed them 
For Single combat in convenient place > 
For he hath witness of his servant's malice: 
This is the law, änd this Duke Humphrey's doom. 

K, Hen. Then be it so. — My Lord of Somerset, 
We make your grace regent over the French. 

Som, I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hör, And I accept the combat willingly. 

Pet, Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God's sake, pity 
my case! The spite of man preyaUeth against me. Lord, 
haye mercy upon me! I shall neyer be able to fight a blow: 
Lord, my heart! 

Glo, Sirrah , or you must fight , or eise be hang*d. 

K, Hen, Away with them to prison ; and the day 
Of combat shall be the last of the next month. — 
Come, Somerset, we*ll see theo sent away. [Exeunt, 

ScBNB rV. The same. The Duke of Glosteb*s garden. 

Enter Maboebt Joubdadt, Hume, Southwbll, atufBoLiMaBRoxs. 

Hume, CJome, my masters; the duchess, I teil you, ex* 
pects Performance of your promises. 
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Boling, Master Hume, we are therefore prorided: will 
her ladjship behold and hear oor exorcisms? 

Hume. Aj, what eise? fear you not her conrage. 

Boling, I have heaxd her reported to be a woman of an 
invincible spirit: bnt it shall be convenient, Master Hume, 
that you be by her aloft, while we be busj below; and so, I 
pray 70a, go in God's name, and leave ns. [Exä Hume,] 
Mother Jourdain , be you prostrate, and grovel on the earth; 
— John Southwell, read you; — and let us to our work. 

Enter Duchess alove; andpresently Humb. 

Duck, Well Said, my masters; and welcome all. To this 
gear, — the ^ooner the better. 

Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know their times: 
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night, 
The time of night when Troy was set on fire; 
The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl, 
And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their grayes, — 
That time best fits the work we have in band. 
Madam, sit you, and fear not: whom we raise, 
We will make fast wlthin a hallow*d verge. 

[Here they do the ceremonies belongingj and make the 
circle; Bolingbroke or Southwell readSy Conjuro 
te, &c. It ihunders and Ughiens terribly,- then the 
Spirit riseth, 
Spir, Ädsum, 

M. Jour. Asmath, 
By the etemal God , whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask; 
For, tili thou speak, thou shalt not pass from hence. 

Spir, Ask what thou wilt: — that I had said and done! 

Boling, [reading out ofapaper] "First of the king: what 
shall of him become ? " 

Spir, The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose; 
But him outlive , and die a violent death. 

\As the Spirit speaks, Southwell wriies the answers, 

Boling, " What fates await the Duke of Suffolk ? " 
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Spir. By water sliall lie die , and take bis end. 

Bolmg. " What shall befall the Duke of Somerset?" 

Spir, Let him sliun Castles*, 
Safer shall he be upon the sandj plains 
Than where Castles mounted stand. — 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Bolmg, Descend to darkness and the buming lake ! 
False fiend, avoidl 

\Tkunder and ligliining. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and BüCKmanAu , hreahing in with iJieir Guards. 

York, Lay hands upon these traitors and their trash. — 
Beldam, I think we watch*d you at an inch. — 
What, madam, are you there? the king and commonweal 
Are deep-indebted for this piece of pains: 
My lord protector will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts. 

Duck, Not half so bad as thine to England's king, 
Injurious duke, that threatest where's no cause. 

Bück, True, madam, none at all: — what call you this? — 

[Showing Tier the papers, 
Away with them! let them be clapp'd up close , 
And kept asunder. — You, madam, shaJl with us. — 
Stafford, take her to thee. — 
We'll see your trinkets here forthcoming all. — 
Awayl [Exeuntj dbove, Duchess and Hume, guarded, 

Exeunt, beloWy SotUhweU, Bolinghroke, ^c, guarded, 

York, LordBuckingham, methinks you watch*d her well; 
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon! 
Now, pray, my lord, let's see the devil's writ. 
What have we here? [Reads. 

"The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose; 
But him ouüive, and die a violent dcath." 
Why, this is just 

Mo te, JEacida^ Romanos vincere posse. 
Well, to the rest: 
"Teil me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 
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By water shall he die , and take bis end. .— 

What shall betide the Duke of Somerset? 

Let him shim Castles ; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandj plains 

Than where Castles mouuted stand." 

Come, come, my lord^ 

These oracles are hardly attain*d , 

And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress towards Saint Alban's, 

With him the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news , as fast as horse can carry them , — 

A sorry breakfast for my lord pcotector. 

Bück, Your grace shall give me leave , my Lord of York, 
To be the post, in hope of bis reward. 

York, At your pleasure, my good lord. — Who's within 
tbere, hol 

Enier a Servant. 

Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 

To sup with me to-morrow night. — Away I [Exeunt 



ACT II. 

SCE2IB L Saint AlharCs, 

Enier King Hbnbt, Queen Maboabet, Gloster, Cardinal, 
and SuFFOLK, with Falconers hallooing, 

Q. Mar, Believe me , lords , for flying at the brook, 
I saw not better sport these seven y ears' day : 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high; 
And , ten to one , old Joan had not gone out. 

K, Hen, But what a point, my lord, your falcon made , 
And what a pitch she flew above the resti — 
To see how G-od in all bis creatures works ! 
Yea, man and birds are fain of dimbing high. 

Suf, No marvel, an it Uke your majesty, 
My lord protector's. hawks dQ tpwer so well ; 
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Thej know their master loTes to be aloft, 
And bears bis thongbts above bis falcon*8 pitch. 

Glo, My lord, 'tis but a base ignoble mind 
That moimts no bigher tban a bird can soar. 

Cor, I tbougbt as mucb: be'd be above the clouds. 

Glo, Ay, my lord cardinal, — bow tbink you by tbat? 
Were it not good your grace could fly to heaven? 

K. Hen. Tbe treasury of everlasting joyl 

Car. Thy beaven is on earth; tbine eyes and tbougbts 
Beat on a crown, tbe treasure of tby beart; 
Pemicioos protector, dangerous peer, 
Tbat smootii*8t it so witb king and commonweal! 

Glo, Wbat, Cardinal, is your priestbood grown per^mptory ? 
Tantame animis codestibus iraf 
Oborcbmen so bot? good unde, bide sucb malice; 
For witb sucb boliness well can you do it. 

Suf. No malice, sir; no more tban well becomes 
So good a quarrel and so bad a peer. 

Glo, As wbo, my lord? 

Suf. Wby, as you, my lord, 

An*t like your lordly lord-protectorsbip. 

Glo. Wby, Suffolk, England knows tbine insolence. 

Q, Mar, Aad thy ambition , Gloster. 

K, Hen, I prithce, peace, 

Good queen, and wbet not on tbese furious peers; 
For bless&d are the peacemakers on earth. 

Car, Letme be blessed for the peace I make, 
Against this proud protector, witb my sword! 

Glo, [aside to Car.] Faith, holy unde, would 'twere come 
tothat! 

Car, [aside to Glo.] Marry, when thou dar'st. 

Glo. [aside to Car,] Make up no factious numbers for the 
matter; 
In tbine own person answer thy abuse. 

Car, [aside to Gh.] Ay, where thou dar'st not peep: an if 
thou dar'st, 
This evening on the east side of the grove. 
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K. Hen, How now, mj lords! 

Cor, Believe me, coiuin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly, 
We had had more sport — \Aside to 6r/o.] Come with thy 
two-hand sword. 

Glo, True, uncle. 

Car, [aside to Glo.] Are ye advis'd? — the east aide of 
the grove? 

Glo, [aside to Car.] Cardinal, I am with you. 

K Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster! 

Glo, TaUdng of hawking; nothing eise, my lord. — 
[Aside to Car.] Now, by God's mother, priest, I'U shave your 

crown 
For this, or all my fence shall fail. 

Car, [aside to Glo,] Medice, teipsum; 
Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. 

K.Hen. The windsgrowhigh; so do your stomachs, lords. 
How irksome is this music to my heart! 
When such strings jar , what hope of harmony ? 
I pray, my lords , let me Compound this strife. 

Enter a Townsman of Saint AlbazCs^ crying "A miraclel" 

Glo. What means this noise? 
Fellow, what miracle dost thou prodaim? 

Towns. A miracle ! a miracle ! 

Suf, Come to the king, and teil him what miracle. 

Towns. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban's shnnc, 
Within this half-hour, hath receiv'd his sight; 
A mau that ne'er saw in his life before. 

K. Hen. Now, God be prais'd, that to believing souls 
Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair! 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Alhan^s and his brethren; and Sncpcox, 
horne letween two persons in a chatr, his Wife and a miUtäude 

foUowing. 

Car, Here come the townsmen on procession, 
To present your highness with the man. 
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K, Ben. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Though by bis sight bis sin be moltiplied. 

Glo, Stand by, my masters: — bring bim near tbe king; 
His bigbness* pleasure is to talk witb bim. 

K, Hen, Good fellow, teil us bere tbe eircumstance , 
Tbat we for tbee may glorify tbe Lord. 
Wbat, hast tbou been long blind, and now restor*d? 

Simp, Born blind , an't please your grace. 

Wife. Ay, indeed was be. 

Suf, Wbat woman*8 tbis? 

Wife. His wife , an't like your worship. 

Glo. Hadst tbou been bis mother, tbou couldst bave 
bettentold. 

K Hen, Wbere wert tbou born? 

Simp, At Berwick in tbe nortb, an*t like your grace. 

K, Hen, Poor soul, Grod's goodness batb been great to 
tbee: 
Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass, 
But still remember wbat tbe Lord batb done. 

Q,Mar, Teil me, good fellow, campst tbou bereby chance, 
Or of devotion, to this boly sbrine? 

Simp, God knows, of pure devotion; being call*d 
A hundred times and of teuer, in my sleep, 
By good Saint Alban; wbo said, "Simpcox, come, — 
Come, offer at my sbrine, and I will belp tbee." 

Wife. Most true , forsooth; and many time and oft 
Myself bave heard a voice to call bim so. 

Cor, What, art tbou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almigbty belp me ! 

Suf, How cam*st tbou so? 

Simp, A fall off of a tree. 

Wife, A plum-tree , master. 

Glo, How long hast tbou been blind? 

Simp, 0, born so, master. 

Glo, What, and wouldst climb a tree? 

Simp, But tbat in all my life , wben I was a youth. 

Wife. Too true; and bought his climbing very dear. 
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Glo. Mass, thou loy'dst plums well, that wouldst ven- 
ture so. 

Simp, Alas, good master, my wife desir'd some damsons, 
And made me climb, with danger of my life. 

Glo. A ßubtie knavel but yet it shaU not serve. — 
Let me see tbine eyes: — wink now; — now open them: — 
In my opinion yet tbou see'st not well. 

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I tbank God and Saint 
Alban. 

Glo. Say*st thou me so? What colour is this cloak of ? 

Simp. Bed, master; red as blood. 

Glo. Why, tbat's well said. What colour is my gown of ? 

Simp. Black, forsooth; coal-black as jet. 

K. Hen. Why, then, thou know'st what colour jet is of ? 

Suf, And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Glo, But cloaks and gowns , before this day, a many« 

Wife. Never, before this day, in all bis life. 

Glo. Teil me , sirrah , what's my name ? 

Simp. Alas, master, Iknow not. 

Glo. What*s bis name? 

Simp, I know not. 

Glo. Norhis? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 
/ Glo. What's tbine own name? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, master. 

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest knave in 
Christendom. If thou badst been born blind , thou mightst 
as well have ^own all our namea as thus to name the several 
colours we do wear. Sight may distinguish of colours; but 
suddenly to nominate them all, it is impossible. — My lords, 
Saint Alban bere hath done a miracle; and would ye not 
think bis cunning to be great that could restore this cripple 
to bis legs again? 

Simp. master, that you could! 

Glo. My masters of Saint Alban's , have you not beadles 
in your town, and things caUed whips? 

May. Yes , my lord , if it please your grace. 

ßhakespeare. HJ. 25 
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Glo, Theo send for one presently. 

May, Sirrah , go fetch the beadle hither straight. 

[Exil an Attendant, 

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A stool 
hrought out,] Now, sirrah, if you mean to saye yonrself from 
whipping, leap me over this stool and nin away. 

Simp, Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone: 
You go ab out to torture me in yain. 

Re-enter Attendant, lüäh the Beadle. 

Glo, Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. — 
Sirrah b^adle , whip him tili he leap over that same stool. 

Bead, I will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah; off with your 
doublet quickly. 

Simp, Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not able to 
stand. [After ihe Beadle kath Jiit Um once, he leap» over 

Ihe stool and runs away; and ihe people follow 
and cry, "A miracle!" 

K, Hen, God, seest thou this , and bear'st so long? 

Q. Mar, It made me laugh to see the yillain nm. 

Glo. Follow the knave; and take this drab away. 

Wife, Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo, Let them be whipped through eveiy market-town 
tili they come to Berwick, from whence they came. ^^ 

[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle ^ Wife^ Sfc, 

Car, Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf, True; made the lame to leap and fiy away. 

Glo. But you have done more miracles than I; 
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter BucsiNaHAH. 

K, Hen, What tidings with our cousin Buckingkam? 

Bück, Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold. 
A sort of naughty persons , lewdly beut, — 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor , the protector's wife , 
The ringleader and heafl of all this rout, — 
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Have practi8*d dangerously against your state , 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers: 
Wliom we have apprehended in the fact; 
Baising up wicked spirits from imder ground, 
Bemanding of King Hemy'a life and death, 
And other of jour highness* priyj-council, 
As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car, And so, mj lord protector, by this means 
Your ladj is forthcoming jet at London. 
[Aside to Gloster] This news, I think, hath tum'd your weapon*8 

edge; 
'Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

Glo, Ambitious churchman, leave t* afflict my heart: 
Sorrow and grief have vanquish^d all my powers; 
And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee , 
Or to the meanest groom. 

K, Hen. God, what mischiefs work the wicked ones, 
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby! 

Q. Mar, Gloster, see here the tainture of thy nest; 
And look thyself be faultlesc, thou wert best. 

Glo, Madam , for myself , to heaven I do appeal, 
How I have lov*d my king and commonweal: 
And, for my wife, I know not how it Stands; 
Sorry I am to hear what I have heard: 
Noble she is; but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and convers'd with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobillty, 
I banish her my bed and Company, 
And give her, as a prey, to law and shame, 
That hath dishonour'd Gloster*s honest name. 

K, Hen, Well, for this night we will repose us here: 
To-morrow toward London back again, 
To look into this business thoroughly. 
And call these foul offenders to their answers; 
And poise the cause in justice' equal scales, 
Whose beam Stands sure, whose rightful cause prevaüs. 

[Flourish, Exeunt, 
25» 
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ScKKK n. London. The Duke of York*s garden. 

Enter Yobk, Salisbürt, and Warwick. 

York, No w, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick , 
Our simple supper ended, gire me leave, 
In this close walk , to satisfy mjself , 
In craving jour opinion of my title, 
Wbich. is infallible, to England*s crown. 

Sal. My lord , I long to hear it at füll. 

War, Sweet York, begin: an if thy daim be good, 
The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York, Then thus : — 
Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons: 
The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The second, William of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster; 
The fifbh was Edmund Langley, Duke of York; 
The sixth was Thomas of Wood stock, Duke of Gloster; 
William of Windsor was the seventh and last. 
Edward the Black Prince died before his father; 
And left behind him Eichard, his only son, 
Who, after Edward the Third*s death, reign*d as king; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke , Duke of Lancaster, 
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown*d by the name of Henry the Fourth , 
Seized on the realm, depos'd the rightful king, 
Sent his poor queen to France , from whence she came , 
And him to Pomfret, — where , as all you know, 
Harmless Bichard was murder'd traitorously. 

War, Father, the duke hath told the very truth; 
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

York, Which now they hold by force, and not by right; 
For Bichard, the first son's heir, being dead, 
The issue of the next son should have reign*d. 

Sal, But William of Hatfield died without an heir. 

York. The third son, Duke of Clarence, — from whose line 
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I Claim the crown, — had Issae, Philippe, a danghter , 
Who mamed Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March: 
Edmund had issue, Boger Earl of March; 
Roger had issue, Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sal, This Edmund , in the reign of Bolingbroke , 
As I haye read, laid claim unto the crown; 
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
Who kept him in captivitj tili he died. 
But, to the rest. 

York, Hifl eldest sister, Anne, 

Mj mother, being heir unto the crown, 
Married Bichard Earl of Cambridge ; who was son 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third*s fifth son. 
By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 
To Roger Earl of Mardi; who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe, 
Sole daughter imto Lionel Duke of Clarence: 
So , if the issue of the eider son 
Succeed before the younger , I am king. 

War, What piain proceeding is more piain than this? 
Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth son; while York Claims it from the tfaird. 
Till Lionel's issue falls, his should not reign: 
It falls not yet, but flourishes in thee. 
And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. — ^ 
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together; 
And, in this private plot, be we the first 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Boih. Long live our sovereign Bichard , England*8 king! 

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your king 
Till I be crown*d, and thatmy sword be stain'd 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster; 
And that*s not suddenly to be perform'd , 
But with advice and silent secrecy. 
Do you as I do in these dangerous days: 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk*s insolence , 
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At Beaufort's pride , at Somerset's ambition , 
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 
Till they have snar'd tÜe shepherd of the flock , 
That virtaoas primce, the gööd Duke Humphrey: 
'Tis that they seek; and they, in seeking that, 
Shall find their deaths, if Yotk can prophesy. 

Sal, My lord, break we off; we know your mind at füll. 

War, My heart assures me that the Earl of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

York, Aiid, Nevil, this I do assure myself, — 
Bichard shall liye to make the Earl öf Warwick 
The greatest man in England but the kiiig. [Exeunt. 

ScBira in. TTie same, A "hall of justice, 

Trumpets sounded. Eriter King HENBr, Queen Margaret, 
Gloster, York, Suvfölk, and Salisburt; the Duchess of 
Gloster, Maroert Jourdain , SouTHWELL, HuMB, and BOUMQ- 

BROKE, under guard, 

K,Een, Stand forth,DameEleanorCobham, Gloster's wife : 
In sight of God and us, yoiir guilt is great: 
Beceiye the sentence of the law, for sins 
Such as by God's book are adjudg*d to death. — 
[To Jourdain^ Sfc.] You four , from hence to prison back again; 
From thence unto the place of ezecution : 
The witch in Smithfield shall be bum'd to ashes, 
And you three shaU be strängled on the gallows. — 
You, madam, for you are more nobly bom, 
Despoil^d of your honour in your life, 
ShaU, after three days* open penance done, 
Live in your country here, in banishment, 
With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. 

Duck, Welcome is banishment; welcome were my death. 

Glo, Eleanor , the law , thou seest , hath judg^d thee : 
I cannot justify whom the law condemns. — 

{Exeunt the Duchess and the other prisoners, guarded. 
Mine eyes are füll of tears , my heart of grief. 
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AH, Humphrey, this dishononr in thine age 
Will bring 'thy head with sorrow to the ground! — 
Beseech jour majesly, give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would solace, and ndne age would ease. 

K, Hen. Stay, Humpfarey Duke of Gloster: ere thou go, 
Give up thy staff: Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope , 
My stay, my guide, and lantem to my feet: 
And go in peace, Hmnpbrey, — no less belov'd 
Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

Q. Mar, I see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to be protected iike a child. — 
God and King Henry govem England's heim! — 
Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 

Glo. "Mj staff I here, noble Henry, is my staff: 
As willüagly do I the same resign 
As e'er thy father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it 
As others would ambitiously receive it. 
Farewell, good king: when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne! [Exit, 

Q» Mar, Why, now is Henry king , and Margaret queen ; 
And Humphrey Duke of Gloster scarce himself, 
That bears so shrewd a maim; two pulls at once, — 
His lady banish'd, and a limb lopp'd off: 
This staff of honour raught, there let it stand 
Where it best fits to be, — in Henry's band. 

Suf, Thus droops this lofty pine , and hangs his sprays ; 
Thus Eleanor*s pride dies in her youngest days. 

York, Lords , let him go. — Please it your majesty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat; 
And ready are th' appellant and defendant, 
The ärmerer and his man, to enter the lists. 
So please your highness to behold the fight 

Q. Mar, Ay, good my lörd; for purposely thereföre 
Left I the eourt, to see this quarrel tried. 
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K. Hm, 0' Grod's name, see the lists and allihings fit: 
Here let them end it; and God defend the righti 

York, I never saw a fellow worse bested , 
Or more afraid to figbt, than is th' appellant, 
The seirant of this armorer, my lords. 

Enter ^ an one side, Horner, hearing Tiis staffwiik a sand-bag 
fasteüed to it, and a drum hefore Tiim; and accompanied hy his 
Nelghbours, wTio drink to htm so muck thai he hecomes drunk: 
enter j on the other side, Pbter, wiih a simüat staffand a drum; 
and accompanied by Prentices drinking to Mm, 

First Neigh, Here, neighboor Homer, I drink to you in 
a cup of sack: and fear not, neigh bour, yoa shall do well 
enough. 

See, Neigh, And here, neighbour, here's a cup of chameco. 

Third Neigh. And here's a pot of good double-beer, neigh« 
bour: drink, and fear not your man. 

Hör, Let it come, i'faith, and TU pledge you all; and a 
fig for Peter! 

HrstPren, Here, Peter, I drink tothee: and be not afraid. 

See, Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy master: fight 
for credit of the prentices. 

Peter, I thank you all: drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you; for I think I have taken my last draught in this world. 
— Here, Robin, an if I die, I give thee my apron: — and, Will, 
thou shalt have my hammer: — and here, Tom, take all thq 
money that I have. — Lord bless me, I pray Grod! for I am 
never able to deal with my master, he hath leamt so much 
fence already. 

Sal, Come, leare your drinking, and fall to blows. •— 
Sirrah, what's thy name? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal, Peter! whatmore? 

Peter, Thump. 

Sal, Thump ! then see thou thump thy master well. 

Hör. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, uponmy 
man*8 instigation , to prove him a knare , and myself an honest 
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man: and touching the Duke of York, I will take my death, 
I never meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen: and 
therefore, Peter, have at thee with a downright blowl 

York. Dispatch: — this knaye's töngue begins to double. 
— Sound, trumpets, *larum to the combatantsl 

[Alarum, They fight^ and Peter strikes down Homer, 

Bor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess treason. [Die». 

York. Take away his weapon. — Pellow, thank God, and 
the good wine in thy master*» way. 

Peter, God, have I overcome mine enemy in this pres- 
ence? Peter, thou hast prevailed in rightl 

K, Hen, Go and take hence that traitor from our sight; 
Por by his death we do perceive his guilt: 
And God in justice hath reveaUd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which he had thought t' have murder'd wrongfully. — 
Come , fellow, follow us for thy reward. ' {FLavrish, Exetmt, 

ScBNE IV. The same, A street. 

Enter Globter and Servants , m mournmg eloaks, 
Glo. Thus sometimes hath the brightest day a cloud; 

And after summer evermore succeeds 

Barren winter, with his wrathful-nipping cold: 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. — 

Sirs, what's o'clock? 
Serv. Ten, my lord. 
Glo, . Ten is the hour that was appointed me 

To watch the Coming of my punish'd duchess: 

Uneath may she endure the flinty street«, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet Neil, ill can thy noble mind abrook 

The abject people gazing on thy face 

With envious looks, still laughing at thy shame, 

That erst did follow thy profld chariet-wheels 

When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 

But, softi I think she comes; and 111 prepare 

My tear-stain*d eyes to see her miseiies. 
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Enter (he DucbetB of Glostsb in a u>Mte sheet^ mth papers pinned 

upon her hack, her feet bare, and a taper huming in her hand; 

Sir John Stanlet, a Sheriff, and O^cers. 

Serv, So please your grace, we*ll take her from the sheriif. 

Glo. No , stir not , for yonr lires ; let her pass hj. 

Duck, Oome you, my lord, to see my open shame? 
Now thou dost penance too. Look how they gaze! 
See how the giddy multitade do point, 
And nod theur heads, and throw their eyes on thee I 
Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateM looks, 
And, in thy closet pent up , me my shame , 
And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine! 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Neil; forget this grief. 

Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself ! 
For, whilst I think I am thy married wife. 
And thou a prince , protector of this land, 
Methinks I should not thns be led along, 
Maii'd up in shame, with papers on my back, 
And follow*d with a rabble , that rejoice 
To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans. 
The mthless flint doth cut my tender feet; 
Aod when I start, the envious people laugh. 
And bid me be advisM how I tread. 
Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shamefiil yoke? 
Trow'st thou Üiat e'er 1*11 look upon the world, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the sun? 
No; dark shall be my light, and night my day; 
To think upon my pomp shall be my hell. 
Sometime TU say, I am Duke Humphrey*8 wife; 
And he a prince , and ruler of the land: 
Yet so he rul*d, and such a prince he was, 
As he stood by, whilst I, his förlom duchess, 
Was made a wonder and a pointing*stock 
To every idle rascal foUower. ' 
But be Üiou mild, and blush not at my shame { 
Nor stir at nothing, tili the axe of death 
Hang oyer thee, as, sure, it shortly will; 
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For Suffolk, — Iie ihat can do all in all 
With her that hateth thee and hates us all , — 
And York, and impiotts Beaofort, that false priest, 
Haye all lim'd bnshes to betray thy wings, 
And, üj thou how thou canst, they'U tangle thee: 
But fear not thou, until thy foot be idnar'd, 
Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glo. Ah, Neil, forbear! thou aimest all awry; 
I must offend before I be attainted: 
And had I twenfy times so many foes , 
And each of them had twenty times their ponrer , 
All these could not procnre me any scathe. 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimielesB. 
Wouldst have me rescue thee from this rejitoach? 
Why, yet thy scandal were not -mp'd away, 
Bat I in danger for the breach of law. 
Thy greatest help is quiet, genüe Neil: 
I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience; 
These few days' wond6r will be qnickly wom. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to Ms majesty's parliftment, 
holden at Boiy the first of this next month. 

Glo, And my consent ne*er asVd herein before! 
This is close dealing. — Well, I will be there. [Exit Herald. 
My Neil, I take my leave: — and, master sheriff, 
Let not her penance excecd the king*s commission. 

Sher. An*t please your grace, here my commission stays; 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

Glo. Must you, Sir John, protect my lady here? 

Sian. So am I given in Charge , may*t please your grace. 

Glo. Entreat her not the worse , in that I präy 
You use her well: tiie world may laugh again; 
And I may live to do you kindness , if 
You do it her: and so, Sir John, farewell. 

Duch. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not farewell! 
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Glo. Witness mj tears , I cannot stay to speak. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Servanis, 

Duch, Art thoa gono too? all comfort go with theo l 
For none abides with me: 1x17 joy is death, — 
Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard, 
Becanse I wish'd thia world'ß etemily. — 
Stanley, I prithee, go, and take me henoe; 
I care not whither, for I beg no favour, 
Only conyey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man; 
There to be ns'd according to your State. 

Duch. Tbat's bad enough, for I am but reproach, — 
And shall I, then, be ns'd reproachfully? 

SUxn, Like to a duchess, and Duke Hnmphrey*8 lady; 
According to that state you shall be as*d. 

Duch, Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare, — 
Although thoa hast been conduct of my shame. 

Sher. It is my office; and, madam, pardon me. 

Duch, Ay, ay, farewell; thy of6ce is disoharg*d. — 
Come, Stanley, shall we go? 

Stan. Madam , your penance done , throw ofi* this sheet , 
And go we to attire you for onr joumey. 

Dudi, My shame will not be shifted with my sheet: 
No, it will hang upon my riebest robes, 
And show itself , attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way; I long to see my prison. [Exeuni. 



ACT III. 
ScKHB L 77ie Ahbey at Bury St, Eämvn^s, 

Sennet, Enter^ to theParlüanentj KingHsmiT, Queen Maroabbt, 
Cardinal Bbaufobt, Suffolk, Yobk, Buckinghax, and others^ 

K, Hen, I muse my Lord of Gloster is not come: 
*Tis not bis wont to be the hindmost man, 
Whate^er occasion keeps him from ns now. 

Q. Mar. Can you not see? or will ye not obserre 
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The sü*angeness of his alter'd countenance? 

With what a majesty he bears hunself ; 

How insolent of late he is become, 

How proud, per^mptoiy, and unlike himself? 

We know the time since he was mild and affable; 

And, if we did but glance a far-ofi; look, 

Immediatelj he was apon his knee , 

That all the court admir'd him for Submission: 

But meet him now, and, be it in the mom, 

When every one will give the time of day, 

He knits his brow, and shows an angry eye. 

And passeth by with stiff unbow^d knee, 

Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded when they grin; 

But great men tremble when the lion roars , — 

And Humphrey is no little man in England. 

First note , that he is near you in descent; 

And, should you fall, he is the nezt will mount. 

Me seemeth, then, it is no poli(^, — 

Bespecting what a rancorous mlnd he bears. 

And }iis advantage following your deceaso, t- 

That he should come about your royal persoa, 

Or be admitted to your highness* Council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons* hearts; 

And when he please to make commotion, 

'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 

Now *tis the spring and weeds are shallow-rooted; 

Suffer them now, and they'll o'ergrow the garden, 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandiy. 

The reverent care I bear unto my lord 

Made me collect these dangers in the duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman's fear; 

Which fear if better reasons can supplant , 

I will subscribe, and say I wrong'd the duke. 

My Lords of Suffolk , Buckingham , and York , 

Keproye my allegation, if you can; 

Or eise condude my words effectual. 
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Suf. Well hath your higlmesp seen iirto this duke; 
And, had I first been put to speak my miud, 
X think I sbould have told jour gracQ*s tale» 
The duchess, by bis subomatioxif 
Upon my life, began her devilisb practices: 
Or, if be were not privy to those ßiults, 
Yet, by reputing of bis higb descent, — 
As, next tbe king, be was auccessive beir, 
And sucb bigb vaunts of bis nobility, — 
Did instigate tbe bedlam brain-sick ducbess 
By wicked means to frame our sovereign's fall. 
Smootb rons tbe water wbere tbe brook is deep; 
And in bis simple sbow be baxbours treaaon. 
Tbe fox barks not wben be would steal tbe lamb. 
No, no, my soyereign; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded yet, and £all of deep deeeit 

Cor, Did be not, eontraiy to form of law, 
Devise stränge deatbs for small offences done? 

York, And didbe not, inbis protectorship, 
Levy great sums of money tbrougb tbe reabn 
For soldiers* pay in France, and never sent it? 
By means wbereof tbe towns eacb day revolted. 

Bück, Tut, tbese are petty faults to faults unknowiii 
Wbicb time will bring to light in smootb Duke Humphrey. 

K, Hen, My lords, at once: — tbe care you bave of 9s, 
To mow down tboms tbat would annoy our foot, 
Is wortby praise: but — sball I speak my consdenoe? — 
Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person 
As is tbe sucking lamb or barmless dove: 
Tbe duke is yirtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

Q. Mar. Ab, wbat's more dangerous tban tbis foad affiance ! 
Seems be a doveV bis featbers are but bonow'd, 
For be*s dispo^M as tbe bateful raven: 
Is be a lamb? bis skin is surely lent bim, 
For be*s inclin'd as is tbe ravenous wolf. 
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Wlio cannot steal a shape that means deccit? 
Take heed, mj lord; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting short that &audful man. 

Enter Soherset. 

Som, Ali health unto my gracious sorereign I 

K. Hen. Welcome, Lard Somerset. What news frooi 
France? 

Som. That all your interest in those territories 
Is utterly berefi; you; all is lost. 

K. Hen, Cold news, Lord Somerset: but God*s will be done ! 

York, [aside] Cold news for me; for I had hope of France 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 
Thus are my blossoms blaated in the bud, 
And caterpillars eat my leaves away: 
But I will remedy this gear ere long, 
Or seil my title for a glorious graye. 

Enter Glostjsb. 

Glo. All happiness unto my lord the long 1 
Pardon, my liege , that I have stay*d so long. 

Suf. Nay, Grloster, know that thou airt come too aoon , 
Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art: 
I do arrest thee of high treason here. 

Glo. Well, Suffolk, well, thou shalt not see me blush 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest: 
A heart unspotted is not easUy daunted. 
The purest spring is not so free from mud 
As I am dear from treason to my sovereign: 
Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty? 

York. 'Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of 
France, 
And, being protector, stay*d the soldiers' pay; 
By means whereof his highness hath lost France. 

Glo. Is it but thought so? what are they that ihliik it? 
I never robb*d the soldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny bdbe from France. 
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So help me God, as I have watch'd the night, — 

Ay, night by night, - — in studjing good for England! 

That doit that e*er I wrested £rom the king , 

Or any groat I hoarded to my use, 

Be brought against me at my trial-day! 

No; many a pound of mine own proper störe, 

Because I would not tax ihe needy commons , 

Have I dispurs^d to the garrisons , 

And never ask'd for restitution. 

Cor, It serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 

Qlo, I say no more than truth, so help me God! 

York. In your protectorship you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders , never heard of ; 
That England was defam'd by tyranny. 

Glo. Why, 'tis well known that, whiles 1 was protector, 
Pity was all Üie fault that was in me ; 
For I should melt at an offender's tears. 
And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 
Unless it were a bloody murderer, 
Or foul felonious thief that fleec'd poor passengers, 
I never gave them cöndign punishment: 
Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortnr'd 
Above Üie felon or what trespass ebe. 

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly answer^d: 
But mightier crimes are laid imto your Charge^ 
Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 
I do arrest you in his highness' name; 
And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep , until your further time of trial. 

K, Hen, My Lord of Gloster, 'tis my special hope 
That you will dear yourself from all suspect: 
My conscience teils me you are innocent. 

Glo, Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerousl 
Yirtue is chok'd with foul ambition. 
And charity chas'd hence by rancour's band; 
Foul subomation is predominant^ 
And equity exÜ'd your highness' land. 
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I know thelr complotis to have my life; 

Andy if mj death might make this Island happjTi 

And prove the period <^ their tTrannj^ 

I would expend it with all willingness: 

But mine is made the prologae to their plaj; 

For thousaadfl more^ Üiat yet suapect no peril^ 

Will not condude theu* plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort's red sparkling «yes blab bis heart's malice, 

And Suffolk's dioudj brow bis stormy hate; 

Sharp Buckingbam unbuidenfi with bis tongoe 

The envious load that lies upoa bis beart; 

And dogg^d York^ that reaehes at tbe moon, 

Wbose oyerweeniBg arm I have pluok'd back, 

By f alse aceuse dotb lerel at my life : — 

And yoUj my a^vereign lady, with the rest, 

Cattseless bare laid disgraees on my head , 

And with your best endeavoor bave stirr'd np 

My liefest liege to be mine enemy; — 

Ay , all of you baye laid yonr beads together — 

Myself had notice of yo«r coaTentides — 

And all to make away my goilüess life. 

I shall not want fScdse witness to condenm me, 

Nor Store of treasons to aogment my guilt ; 

The andent proverb will be well effected, — 

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My liege , bis railing is intolerable : 
If those that oafe to keep your roycd person 
From treason*s secret kmfe and traitors' rage 
Be thos upbraided, daid^ and rated at, 
And the oäSender granted soope of speedi, 
'Twill make them oool in zeal unto your graee. 

Suf. Hath he not twit our sov ereign lady here 
With ignominie«« words^ though derkly coadi*d| 
As if she had subotnM some to swear 
False allegations to o*erthzew bis state? 

Q. Mar» ß»X I caa give the los» leave to chide. 

Oh» Far triier spoke than meant: X losOi indeedj *-^ 
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Beshrew Übe winners , for thej play'd me Mse! 
And well eadk losers maj have leave to speak. 

Bück, Hell wrest the sense y and hold ns here all day : -^ 
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the dnke, and goard hizn sore. 

Glo. Ah, ihas Eong Henry throws away bis cmtch, 
Before his legs be firm to hear his hodj! 
Thus is the cübiepherd heaten €rom thy side, 
And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first 
Ah, that mj fear were false! ah, that it were! 
For, good Eong Henry, thy decay I fear. 

[Bxeunt AUendanU wUh Gloster m iheir custody, 

K, Hen. My lords , what to yoor irisd<Mns seemeth hest 
Do or nndo , as if ourself were here. 

Q. Mar, What, will yonr highness leave the parliament? 

K, Hen, Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd with grief , 
Whose flood begins to flow wiüiin mine eyes; 
My body romid engirt with miseiy, — 
For what's more miserable than (Hscontent? — 
Ah, unde Humphrey, in thy face I see 
The map of honour, tmth, and loyaliy! 
Aud yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come 
That e'er I proY^d thee false, or fear*d thy faith. 
What lounng star now envies thy estate, 
That these great lords, and Margaret onr queen, 
Do seek sabversion of thy harmless life? 
Thou never didst Ihem wrong, nor no man wrong: 
And as the butcher takes away the calf , 
And binds the wretch, and heats it when it strays, 
Hearing it to the hloody slaoghter-honse; 
Even so, remorseless, haye they bome him hence: 
And as the dam rons lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmless yonng one went. 
And can do naoght but wail her darling's loflS} 
Even so myself bewails good Gloster's case 
With sad imhelpful tears; and with dimm'd ejes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good, — 
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So mighty are his vow^d euemies. 

His fortunes I will weep; and« 'twixt each groao, 

Say, " Who's a traitor, Gloster he is none." [Exit. 

Q, Mar. Fair lordB, cold snow inelts wlth the sun's bot 
beams. 
Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, 
Too fall of foolisb pity: and Gloster's show 
Beguiles bim, as the moumfiü crocodlle 
Witb sorrow snares relenting passengers; 
Or as the snake, roll'd in a fiowering bank, 
Witb sbining cbecker'd slougb, dotb sting a cbild, 
That for the beauty tbinks it excellent. 
Believe me, lords, were none more wise tban I, — 
And yet herein I judge mine own wit good, — 
This Gloster sbould be quickly rid the world, 
To rid US from the fear we have of bim. 

Cor. That he should die is worthy policy; 
Bat yet we want a colour for bis death: 
'Tis meet he be condemn'd by course of law. 

Suf. Bat, in my mind, that were no policy: 
The king will labour stül to save his life; 
The commons haply rise to save bis life; 
And yet we have but trivial argoment, 
More than mistrast, that shows bim worthy death. 

York, So that, by this, you would not have him die« 

Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain asi! 

York, [asidel "Tis York that hath more reason for bis 
death. — 
But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord of Suffolk, — 
Say asyou think, andspeakit fromyour souls, — 
Were't not all one , an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 
As place Duke Humphrey for the king's protector? 

Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of death. 

Suf. Madam, *tis true; and were't not madness, then, 
To make the foz surreyor of the fold? 
Who being accus'd a craffcy murderer, 

26» 
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His goilt sliould be bat idlj posted orer, 
Because bis purpose ia not execnted. 
No; let bim die, in tbat be is a fox, 
By natore prov'd an enemy to tbe flock, 
Before bis cbaps be stain'd witb crimBon blood, 
As Humpbrej, prov'd hj reasons , to mj liege. 
And do not stand on quülets bow to slay bim : 
Be it hy gins, hj snares, by snbtletj, 
Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter bow, 
So be be dead; for tbat is good deceit 
Wbicb mates bim first tbat first intends deceit. 

Q. Mar. Tbrice-noble Suffolk, 'tis resolutelj spoke. 

Suf, Not resolute, except so mueb were done; 
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant: 
Bat, tbat my beart accordeth witb my tongbe, -* 
Seeing tbe deed is meritorioos. 
And to preserve my sorereign from bis foe, — 
Say bat tbe word, and I will be bis priest. 

Car. Bat I woold bave bim dead , my L<»rd of SofFolk, 
Ere you can take due Orders for a priest: 
Say yon consent, and censare well tbe deed, 
And I'll providc bis execationer, — 
I tender so tbe safety of my liege. 

Suf. Hereis my band, tbe deed iswortbydoing. 

Q. Mar. And so say I. 

York. And I: and now we tbree bave spoken it, 
It aküls not greaüy wbo impagns our doom. 

Enier a Messenger. 

Mes8. Great lords, from Ireland am I oome amain, 
To signify tbat rebeb tbere are up. 
And pat tbe Englisbmen nnto tbe sword: 
Send succoors, lords, and stop tbe rage betime,. 
Before tbe woond do grow nncorable; 
For , being green , tbere is great bope of belp. 

Cor. A breacb tbat craves a qoick-expedient stop! 
Wbat counsel give you in tbis weigbty cause? 
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York. That Somerset be sent as regent tbüher; 
'Tis meet that Inckj roler be employ'd; 
Witness the fortone he hath had ia Fruioe. 

Som, If York, with all bis far-fet poli^, 
Had been the regent there instead of loey 
He never woold have stay'd in Franoe so- long. 

York, No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done: 
I rather would have lost my life betimes 
Than bring a bürden of dishononr home 
Bj staying there so long tili all were lost 
Show me one scar eharäcter'd on thj skin: 
Men*s flesh preserv'd so whole do seldom win. 

Q, Mar, Naj, then, this spark will prove a raging fire, 
If wind and fdel be brought to feed it wlth: — 
No more, good York; — sweet Somerset, be still: — 
Thj fortone , York , hadst thou been regent there , 
Might happily have proy'd far worse than bis. 

York, What, worse than naught? naj, then, a shama 
take all! 

Som, And, in the nomber, thee that wishest shame! 

Car, My Lord of York , try what your fortone is. 
Th' unciyil kems of Ireland are in arms. 
And temper clay with blood of Englishmen: 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Gollected choicely, from each county some. 
And try your hap against the Irishmen? 

York, 1 will, my lord, so please bis majesty. 

Suf, Why, our authority is bis consent; 
And what we do establish h^ confirms : 
Then, noble York, take thou this task in band. 

York, 1 am content: proyide me soldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

Suf. A Charge, Lord York, that I will see perform'd. 
But now retom we to the false Duke Humphrey. 

Car, No more of bim; for I will deal with him , 
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more. 
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And Bo break off; the day is almost spent: • i 

Lord Suffolk, you and I mnst talk of ihat eyent. 

York, My Lord of Suffolk, within fonrteen days 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers; , 

For there TU ship them all for Ireland. 

Suf. m see it tmly done , my Lord of York. 

[Exeunt all excepi York. 

York, Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful thoughts. 
And change misdoubt to resolution: 
Be that thou hop'st to be; or wbat thou art 
ßesign to death, — it is not worth th' enjoying: 
Let pale-fac*d fear keep with the mean-bom man, 
And jßnd no harbonr in a royal heart. 
Faster tban spring-time sbowers comes thought on thonght; 
And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 
My brain, more busy than the labouring spider, 
Weayes tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 
Well, nobles, well, 'tis poUtidy done, 
^0 send me packing wiöi an host of men: 
I fear me you but warm the starv^d snake , 
Who, chensh'd in your breasts, will sting your hearts. 
'Twas men I lack*d, and you will give them me: 
I take it kindly; yet be well assur'd 
You put Sharp weapons in a madman*s hands. 
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 
I will stir up in England some black storm , 
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell; 
And this feU tempest shall not cease to rage 
XJntil the golden circuit on my head, 
Like to the glorious sun's transparent beams, 
Do calm the fiiry of this mad-bred flaw. 
And for a minister of my intent 
I have seduc'd a headstrong Eentishman, 
John Cade of Ashf ord , 
To make commoüon, as füll weU he can, 
Under the title of John Mortuner. 
In Ireland have I seen this stubbom Cade 
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Oppose liimself against a troop of kems , 

A^d fought so long) tili that Us thighs with darts 

Were almost like a 8harp-qiiill*d porpentine; 

And, in the end being rescu'd, I have seen 

Hirn caper upright like a wild Morisco , 

Shaklng the bloodj darts as he his bellB. 

Fall often, like a shag-hair'd crafty kern, 

Hath he convers^d with the enemj, 

And, undiscover'd, come to me again, 

And giren me notice of their villanies. 

This devil here shall be mj Substitute; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face , in galt , in Speech , he doth resemble : « 

By this I shall perceiv^ the commons' mind, 

How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortur^d, 

I know no pain tiiey can inflict upon him 

Will make him saj I mov'd bim to those arms. 

Saj that he thrive, — as 'tis great like he will, — 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength. 

And reap the hanrest which that rascal sow'd; 

For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit 

ScBHB n. Bury St. Edmund's, A room of State, 

Enter certam Murderers, hastüy, 

First Mur, Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let him know 
We have dispatch*d the duke , as he commanded. 

See. Mur. 0, that it were to do! — What have we done? 
Didst ever hear a man so penitent? 

First Mur. Here comes my lord. 

Enter Sdffolk. 

Suf. Now, sirs, have you dispatch^d this thing? 

FbrstMur. Ay, my good lord, he*s dead. 

Suf. Whjf ihat*8 well said. Go , get you to my house; 



•r! 

408 gEC02n> PAET OF ILCTTCU j 

I Will reward you for this venturous deed. 
The king and all the peers are here tA band: — 
Have you laid fair the bed? are all things weU, 
According as I gave directions? 

First Mur. 'Tis , my good lord. 

Suf. Awayl be gone. [J^etnU Mur der er s. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henbt, Queen Makoabet, Car- 
dinal Beaufobt, Somebset, Lords, and otherc, 

K, Hen, Gro, call our imde to pur preaence straight; 
Say we intend to try bis grace to-day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis publishM. 

Suf, I'll call him presenöy, my noble lord. [ExU, 

K, Hen* Lords , take your places ; .and, I pray you all, 
Proceed no straiter *gainst our ujide Crloster 
Than from true evidence of good esteem 
He be approv'd in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar, God forbid any m^ce should preyail, 
That faulüess may eondemn a nobleman! 
Pray God he may acquit him of suspicion! 

K, Hen. I thank thee, Meg; fhese words content me much* 

Re-enter Sdppolk. 

How nowl why look'st thou pale? why tremblest thou? 
Where is our uncle? what's the matter, Suffolk? 

Suf. Dead in bis bed , my lord; Gloster is dead. 

Q, Mar, Wary^ God forfend ! 

Car, God's secret judgment : — I did dream to-night 
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

[The Kmg swoons, 

Q, Mar, How fares my lord? — Help, lords! the king 
is dead. 

Som. Rear up bis body ; wring him by the nose. 

Q, Mar, Run, go, help, help! -^ Henry, ope thine eyes! 

Suf. He doth revive again: — madam, be patient. 

K, Hen, heavenly God! 

Q, Mar, How fares m^ g]f:f^^oua l<^d? 
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Suf, Comfort, mjsoyereign! gracitJuaHeaiy, cbmfortf 

K. Hm. What, dofth my Loid of SufibU^ comikKrt me? 
Game he right now to sing a raren^ note, 
Whose dismal tone bereffc mj yital powen; 
And thinks he that the chhr(ang of a wren, 
By crjing comfort £rom a holloTf breast, 
Can chase away the first-oonceivM sound? 
Hide not thy poison with such sugar^d words: 
Lay not &y hands on me; forbear, I say; 
Their touch affidghts me as a serpent*8 sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sightl 
Upon thy eyeballs morderous tyrüiny 
Sits in grim majesfy, to fright the world. 
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are woimdmg: — 
Yet do not go away: — come, basilisk, 
Änd kill the innocent gazer with thy sight; 
For in the shade of death I shaU find joy, *— 
In life but double death, now Gloster's dead» 

Q. Mar, Why do you rate my Lord of Su£folk tfana? 
Although the duke was enemy to him, 
Yet he, most C^uiBtian-Iike, laments his deatfa: 
And for myself , — foe as he was to me, — 
Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans, 
Or blood-consuming sighs recall his Hfe, 
I would be blind with weejang, sick wiih gsoans, 
Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs, 
And all to have the noble duke alive. 
What know I how the world may deem of me? 
For it is known we were but hollow friends: 
It may be judg'd I made the duke away ; 
So shall my name with slander's tongue be woundad, 
And princes' courts be fill'd with my reproaoh 
This get I by bis death: ay me, uxüiappyl 
To be a queen, and erown*d with infamy f 

K. Hen. Ali , woe is me for Qk>9t«r , wrotched man! 

Q. Mar, Be woe for me,'more wrelched than he is. 
What} dost thou tum away, aod hide thy faoe? 
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I 'am no loatlisome leper, — look on me. 

What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 

Be poisonons too, and kill thy förlom queen. 

Ib sll thy comfort shut in Gloster's tomb? 

Why, ihen, Dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy: . 

Erect bis stataa , and worship it , 

And make my Image bat an alehonse sign. 

Was I for this nigh wreck'd upon the sea, 

And twice by awkward winds from England^s bank 

Droye back again unto my native clime? 

What boded Üds but well-forewaming winds 

Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion's nest, 

Nor set no footing on this nnkind shore? 

What did I then bat cars'd the gentle gasts , 

And he that loos*d them forth their brazen caves; 

And bid them blow towards England's bless^d shore, 

Or tarn oar stem apon a dreadM rock? 

Yet ^olas woald not be a marderer, 

Bat left that hateful o£fice onto thee: 

The pretty-yaolting sea refos'd to drown me; 

Knowing that thou wooldst haye me drown'd on shore, 

With tears as salt as sea, throagh thy unkindness: 

The Splitting rocks cower'd in the sinking.sands, 

And woald not dash me with their ragged sides; 

Becaase thy fiinty heart, more hard Üian they, 

Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 

As far as I coald ken the chalky cliös, 

When from thy shore the tempest beat us back, 

I stood apon the hatches in the storm; 

And when the dasky sky began to rob 

My eamest-gaping sight of ^y land's yiew, 

I took a cosüy jewel &om my neck, — 

A heart it was, boond in with diamcHids, — 

And threw it towards thy land: — the sea receiv'd it; 

And so I wish'd thy body might my heart: 

And even witii this I lost fair England^s view , 

And bid min& ^es be packing with my heart, 



BCKNEH.] KINa HENRY VI. 411 

And call*d them blind and duskj spectades , 

For losing ken of Albion*B wishM coast. 

How often have I tempted Saffolk*s tongue — 

The agent of thy foul inconstancy — 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanios did 

When he to madding Dido wonld nnfold 

His father's acta commenc*d in burning Trojl 

Am I not witch'd like her? or thou not fake like him? 

A7 me, I can no more! die, Margaret! 

For Henry weeps that thou dost Hye so long. 

Noise withm. Enter Wiswick cmd Sausbubt. ITie Commons 

press to the door. 

War, It is reported, mighty sovereign, 
That good Duke Humphrej traitorously is murder'd 
Bj Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort's means. 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader , ecatter up and down , 
And care not who they stinff in his revenge. 
Myself have calm'd their Bpleenfnl mutiny, 
Until they hear the Order of his death. 

K, Hen. That he is.dead, good Warwick, 'tis too tnie; 
But how he died €rod knows, not Henry: 
Enter his Chamber, yiew his Inreathless corpse, 
And comment then upon his sudden death. 

Wcar. That shaU I do, my liege. — Stay, Salisbury, 
With the mde multitnde tili I retum. 

[Wartoick goes into an inner ckaniber. — Solu' 
bury retires to the Commons at the door, 

K. Hen. OThou that judgest all things, staymythoughts,— 
My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soiü 
Some violent hands were laid on Hnmphrey's life! 
If my suspect be false, forgive me , God; 
For judgment only dotii belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly ups 
With tweniy Üiousand kisses, and to rain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears , 
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To teil m7 love unto bis dumb deaf trunk , 

And with my fingers feel his band ünf^eeling: 

Bat all in yain are these mean obsequiea; 

And to survey bis dead and eartbj image, 

Wbat were it bat to make my bottow greater? 

[The folcUng-doors of cm inner ehamber are thrown 
open, and Ol&sier ü di^covered dead m his 
beä; Warwiek and öthers stanäm^ by it. 

War, Come bitber, graeioos sovereign, view tbis body. 

K. Hen. Tbat is to see bow deep my grave is made; 
For witb bis soal fled all my worldly solace , 
And seeing bim, I see my Ufe in deatb. 

War, As sarely as my soul intends to live 
Witb tbat dread Eing tbat took our state. apon bim 
To free as from bis Fatber*s wratbfui curse , 
I do believe tbat violent bands were laid 
Upon tbe life of tbis tbrice-fam^d duke, 

Suf. A dreadful oatb , swom witb 9 soleum tongue 1 
Wbat instance gives Lord Warwiek for bis yow? 

War. See bow tbe blood is settled is bis faee \ 
Oft bave I seen a timely-parted gbost, 
Of asby semblance , meagre, pale, and bloodless , 
Being all descended to tbe laboormg beart; 
Wbo , in tbe confiiet tbat it bcdds witb deatb , 
Attracts tbe same for aidance 'gainst tbe enemy ; 
Wbicb witb tbe beart tbere cools, and ne'eor vetotnetb 
To blosb and beaatify tbe ebeek again. 
Bat see, bis face is black and fiill of blood; 
His eyeballs fdrtber oot tban wben be lifv'd , 
Staring fall gbastly lik« a strangled man; 
His bair aprear'd , bis nostrils stretcb'd witb struggling ; 
His bands abroad display'd, as one tbat grasp'd 
And tagg'd for life , and was by streagtb sabda'd: 
Look, on tbe sbeets bis bair, yoa see, is stieking; 
His well-proportion'd beard made rougb and nigged, 
Like to tbe sommer's com by tempest lodg*d. 
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It cannot be bat be was murder'd here; 
The least of all ihese signs were probable« 

Suf, Why, Warwick, who should do the dake 1o death? 
Myself and Beaofort had bim in protection; 
And we, I hope, Bir, aie no muideren. 

War, Bat bothof 70a were TOw'dDokeHnmphrej^Bfoes; 
And 70a ) forsooih) had the good duke to keep: 
'Tis Üke 70a woald not feast him like a fiiead; 
And 'tis well seen he fDond an enenL7. 

Q. Mar. Then 70a, belikoi sospect these noblemen 
As gailt7 of Doke Humphre7*8 tunäeed death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead an\Gl bleeding frei^, 
And sees fast b7 a butcher with an ai:e, 
Bat will saspect 'twas he that made the slaoghter? 
Who finds tiie partridge in the puttock*B nest, 
Bat ma7 imagine how tfae bird was dead , 
Althoagh the kite soar with unbloodied beak? 
.Even so suspicioas is this traged7. 

Q. Mar. Are 70U the batcher, Soffolk? — wher<e's 70iir 
knife? 
Is Beaofort term'd a kite? — where are bis talons? 

Suf. I wear no knife to slaoghter sleeping men ; 
Bat here*8 a yengefal sword, rosted with ease, 
That shall be scourM in bis rancoroos heart 
That slanders me with murder's crimson badge: — 
Sa7, if thou dar'st , prood Lord of Warwickshire , 
That I am faalt7 in Doke Hamphre7's death. 

[Exeunt Cardinal y Somerset, and oÜUrs. 

War. What dares not Warwick, if false Saffi>lk dare him? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm bis contomelioos spirit, 
Nor cease to be an airogant Controller , 
Though Saffi>lk dare him twenij thoosand times. 

War. Madam, be still , — with reverence ma7 1 bslj \ 
For eveiy word 70a speak in bis behalf 
Is sU&der to 70or r07al dignit7. 

Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeaBOorl 
If ever lad7 wioiig'd her lord 00 much, 



414' SECOND PART OP: [ACTXO.. 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stem imtutor'd churl, and noble stock 
Was graffe with crab-tree sKp; whose firoit thou art, 
And never of the Nevils' noble race. 

War. Bat that the guilt of mnrder bucklers thee , 
And I shonld rob the deathsman of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shamea, 
And that my sovereign's presence makes me mild, 
I wouldy false murderoos coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy pass^d speech , 
And saj it was thy mother that thou meanfst, — 
That thou thyself wast bom in bastardy ; 
And, affcer aU this fearfol homage done , 
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell, 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men! 

Suf. Thou shalt be waking while I shed thy blood, 
If from this presence thon dar'st go with me. 

War, Away even now, or I will drag thee hence : | 

Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee , j 

And do some service to Duke Himiphrey's ghost. \ 

[Exeunt Suffblk and Warwick. - 

K, Hen, What strenger breastplate than a heart untainted ! 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel just; 
And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. \A noise withm, 

Q. Mar. ,What noise is this? 

Re-enter Suvfolk and Waswick, with their weapons drawn. 

K» Hen. Why, how now, lords! your wrathfdl weapons 
drawn 
Here in our presence! dare you be so bold? — 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 

Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of Buiy, 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Sal. [to the Commons at the door] Sirs, stand apart; the king ^ 
shall know your mind. — [He comes forward» 
Dread lord, the commosa send you word by me. 



j 
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Uuless false Suffolk straight be done to death 
Or banish^d fair England's teiritorieB, 
They will bj Tlolence tear him from jo\a palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingering death. 
They say, by him the good Duke Himiphrey died; 
They say, in him they fear your highness* death; 
And mere instinct of love and loyalty — 
Free from a stubbom opposite intent , 
As being thonght to contradict your liking — 
Makes tibem thus forward in his banishment. 
They say, in care of your most royal perscm, 
That if your highness shoiild intend to sleep, 
And Charge that no man should disturb your rest. 
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death; 
Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 
Were there a serpent seen, wlth fork^d tongue, 
That slily glided towards your majesty, 
It were but necessary you were wak'd; 
Lest, being suffer'd in that harmful slumber, 
The mortal worm might make the sleep etemal: 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, wh^r you will or no , 
From such feil serpents as false SufiPolk is; 
With whose envenomM and fatal sting, 
Your loving imde, tweniy times his worth, 
They say, is shamefully bereffc of Kf e. 

Commons, [toühm] An answer from the king, my Lord of 
Salisbury! 

Suf. 'Tis like the commons, rüde unpolish'd hinds, 
Gould send such message to their sovereign: 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ*d, 
To show how quaint an orator you are : 
But all the honour Salisbury hath won 
Is, that he was the lord ambassador 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. [wähm] An answer from the king, or we wiU alt 
break in! 
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K, Ben» Go, Saüsbiicj, and teil them all fro^x me, 
1 thank them for their tender loying care; 
And had I not been cited ao by them, « 

Yet did I purpose as they do entreat; 
For, eure, mj thoughts do hourly propheBy 
Mischance unto mj state by Suffolk*8 means: 
And therefore, — by His majesty I swear, 
Whose far unworthy deputy I am, — 
He shall not breathe infectioQ in tlu« air 
Bat three days longer, on the pain of death. [Exit Salishury. 

Q. Mar. Henry, let me plead for genüe Suffolk! 

K. Hen, Ungentle queea, to eaU bim gentle Suffolk l 
No möre , I say : if thou dost plead for him , 
Thou wilt bat add increaae unito my wrath. 
Had I bat said, I wouki hat^ kept day word; 
Bat when I swear, it is irreroeable. — 
If after three days' Space thoa here be'at found 
On any ground that I am roler of , 
The World shall not be ransom for thy life. — 
Come, Warwick, eome, good Warwick, go with me; 
1 have great mattera to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt eU except Queen Margaret and Suffolk» 

Q, Mar, Mischanoe a&d sorrow go along with youl 
Heart's discontent and sottr affliction 
Be playfellows to keep yott Company l 
There*8 two of yoa; tiie devü make a thirdi 
And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps! 

Suf. Cease, gentle queen, tiiese ezecrationB, 
And let thy Suffolk take bis heayy leave. 

Q. Mar. Fie, ooward wiMkiaa, and soft-hearted wretchl 
Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies? 

Suf. A plague upon them I wherefore diould I curse them ? 
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
I would inrent as bitter-searching terms, 
As curst, as harsh, and lioitible to hear, 
Deli?er*d «Irongly through my fizM teeüii 
With fiiU as many signs of deadly hat«^ 



ÖCBNEH.] KINa HENRY VL 417 

As lean-fac*d Env;^' in her loathsome cave: 
My tonguo should stumble in mine eamest words; 
Mine eyes slKmld sparkle like the beaten fllnt; 
Mine hair be Üx'd on end, as one distract; 
Ajy every Joint should seem to corse and ban: 
And even now my bnrden'd heart would break , 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink ! 
Gall, worse than gall , the daintiest that they taste ! 
Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress-trees! 
Their chiefest prospect murdering basilisksl 
Their softest touch as mnart as lizards' stiugs! 
Their music frightful as the serpenVs hissj 
And boding screech^owls make the consort fiill! 
All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell — 

Q. Mar, Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou torment^st Ayself ; 
And these dread curses •— ^ like the sun 'gainst glass^ 
Or like an overcharg^d gun — recoü, 
And tum the force of them upon thyself. 

Suf, . Toa bade me ban ^ and will you bid me leave? 
iNow, by the ground that I am banish'd from, 
Well could I curse away a winter'« night, 
Though Standing naked on a moontain-top , 
Where biting cold would never let grass gröw, 
And think it but a minute speut in sport. 

a. Mar. 0, 
Let me entreat thee, ceäJBe! <j[iveme thy band, 
That I may dew it with my moumfol tears; 
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place , 
To wash away my woful monuments. 

O, could this kiss be printed in thy band, [KUses hin hand. 
That thou mightst l^ink upon these by tiie seal , 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breath*d for thee! 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief, 
'Tis but surmifl'd whiles thou aort standing by, 
As one that surfeits thinkiug on a want. 
I wlU repeal thee , or , be woU astur'd , 
Adventure to be banish^d myself : 

8hdk89pew$, IIL 27 
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And banlshed I am , if bat from thee. 

60; speak not to me; even now be gone. — i 

0, go not yet! — Even thua two friends condenm'd 

Embrace , and kiss , and take ten thousand leave&> 

Lother a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell; and farewell life with thee! 

Suf. Thus is poor Sii£[blk ten times banish^d, — 
Once by the kiiig, and three times thrice by thee. ' 

'Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 

A wildemess is populous enough, { 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly Company: 
For where thou art, there is the world itself, 
With eveiy several pleasure in the world; 
And where thou art not, desolation. 

I can no more : — live thou to joy thy life ; ^ 

Myself to joy in naught bat that thou liv'st. 

Enter Yajjx, 

Q. Mar, Whither goes Vaux so fast? what news, I prithee ? 

Vaux, To signify unto his majesty ' 

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death; ' 

For suddenly agrievoos siekness took him, * 
That makes him gasp^ and stare, and catch the air, j 

Blaspheming God , and corsing men on earth. 
Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey's ghost 
Were by his side; sometiiae he caHs the king, j 

And whispers to his pülow, as to him, 
The secrets of bis overcharg^d sool: 
And I am sent to teil his majesty 
That even aow he cries ak>ud for him. 

Q. Mar, Gx> teil this heavy message to the king. ^ 

[Exü Vaux, 
Ay me! what i& this world! what news are Ihese! - 
But wherefore gfi€iVe I at an hour^s poor loss, 
Omitting Suffofk's exile, zfiy'sool'a treasure? 

Why only, Suffolk, moum I not for thee, ! 

And with the southern clouda contend in tears, — 
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Theirs for the earth*8 increafie, mine for my 8on*ow8? 
Now get thee hence: the king, thou know'st, is Coming; — 
If thou be found hj me, thou art but dead. 

Suf, If I depart from thee , I canaot liye ; 
And in thy sight to die, what were it eÜBe 
But iike a pleasant slumber in thy lapV 
Uere could 1 breathe my soul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips : 
Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 
To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 
So shouldst thou either tum my flying soul, 
Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 
And then it liy'd in sweet filyeium. 
To die by thee were but to (Üe in j est; 
From thee to die wefe torture more than death: 
O, let me stay^ befall what may befall! 

Q, Mar, Awayl 
Though parting be a'fretful cörrosive, 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 
To France, sweet Suffolk: let me hear from thee; 
For wheresoe*er thou art in this world's globe, 
I'll have an Iris that shail find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take ray heart along with thee. 

Suf. A jewel, lock'd into the woMl'st cask 
That erer did contidn a thing of worth. 
Even as a splitted bark , so sunder we : 
This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way fi)r me. [Exeunt seüerally 

Sc£NB IIL London, Cardinal Bkaufobt's bedchamber. 

Enter King Hbnbt, Salisbuht, Wabwick, and others. l"he 
Cardinal m bed; Attendants xoith htm, 

K. Hen. How fares my lordV speak, Beaufort, to thy 
sovereign. 

27 ♦ 
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Car. If thou bc'st Death, 1*11 give thee England'B treasnre, j 

Enough to purchase such another Island, ' 

So thou wilt Ict me live, and feel no pain. j 

K, Ilen. Ah , what a sign it is of evil lif e , 
Where death's approach is seen so terriblel ' 

War. Beaufort, itis thj sovereign speaks to thee. I 

Car, Bring me unto my trial when you will. i 

Died he not in hls bed? where should he die? ; 

Can I make men live , wh^r they will or no? 
0, torture me no more! I will confess. — 
Uive again? then show me where he is: 
L'il give a thousand pound to look upon him. — 
He hath no ey es y the duet hath blinded them. — 
Comb down his hair; look, lookl it Stands upright, 
'^-like lime-twigs set to catch my wing^d soull — 
rive me some drink; and bid th' apothecaty 
liring the strong polson that I bonght of him. 

K. Hen, thou eternal Mover of the heaveüs, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch! 
0, beat away the busy-meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul , 
And from his bosom purgc this black despair! 

War, See how the pangs of death do make him grin! 

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

K, Hen, Peace to his soul^ if Grod's good pleasur^ be !. — 
Lord cardinal , if thou think'st on heareo^s blisa , 
Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 
He dies, and makes no sign: — God, forgive him! 

War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life, 

K, Hen, Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all. — 
Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain.close^ 
And let us all to meditation. 

[Exmnt 
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ACT IV. 
ScsNB L Kent, IVie seaskore near Dover. 

firing heard at sea. Then enter ^ from a hoat, a Captain, n 

Master, a Master's-Mate, Walter Whitmobs, and other«; with 

ihem SaFFOLK disguised^ and other Gentlemen, prisoners. 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbiug, and remorseful day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sca; 
And now loud-howling wolves arousä the jades 
That drag the tragic melaneholy night; 
Who, with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings, 
Clip dead mea*8 graves , and from their misty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 
Therefore bring foräi the soldiers of our prize ; 
For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here shall they make Üielr ransom on the sand, 
Cr with their blood stain this discolonr'd shore. — 
Master, this prisoner freely giye I thee; — 
And thou that art his mate , make boot of this ; — 
TJie other [pointinff to Suffblk]y Walter Whltmore, is th> 

share. 

Mrst Gent. What is my ransom , master? let me know. 

3 fast. A thousand crowns, or eise lay down your head. 

Mate. And so mach shall you give , or off goes yours. 

Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand crowud, 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen? — 
Cut both the villains* throats; — for die you shall: — 
The liyes of those which we haye lost in fight 
Be counterpois'd with such a petty sum? 

First Gent. TU give it, sir; and therefore spare my life. 

See. Gent. And so will I, and write home for it straight. 

Whü. I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard , 
[Ta Suf.] And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die; 
And so should these , if I might have my will. 

Cap. Be not so rash; take ransom, let him live. 

Suf. Look on my George , — I am a gentleman : 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 
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Whit. And so am I; my iiame is Walter Whitmore. 
llow nowl why start'st thoa? wliat, doth death affright? 

Suf, Thy name aflErigbts me, in whose sound is death. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told me that by toater I sbould die : 
Yet Ict not this make tbee be bloody-minded; 
Thy name is Gaultier, being rightiy sounded. 

WhiL Gaultier or Waller , which it is, I care not: 
Ne'er yet did base dishojQOur blur our name, 
But with our sword we wip'd away the blot; 
Therefore, when merchant-like 1 seil revenge, 
Bi*oke be my sword, my arms tom and defac*d, 
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world! 

[Lays hold on Suffttlk 

Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a prince, 
The Duke of Suffolk, Wilüam de la Pole. 

IVhit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags l 

Suf, Ay, but these rägs are no part of the duke: 
Jove sometime went disguis'd, and why not I? 

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be. 

Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, King Henry's blood, 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 
Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 
Hast thou not kiss'd thy band, and held my stirrup? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule , 
And thought thee happy when I shook my head? 
How often hast thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at tho board, 
When I have feasted with Queen Margaret? 
Kemcmber it, and let it make thee crest-fali'n, 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride: 
How in our voiding-lobby hast thou stood. 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? 
Tliis band of mine hath writ iu thy behalf, 
Aad therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

WJdL Speak, captaui, shall I st^b the förlom swain? 

CajK First let my words Stab him, as he hath me. 
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Suf, Base slave, Üiy words are blunt, and so art thou. 

Cap, Conyey him hence, and on our long-boat*8 side 
Strike off bis bead. 

Suf. Thou darfst not, for tby own. 

Cap. Yes, Pole. 

Suf. Pole! 

Cap. Polel Sir Pole! lord! 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink; whose filtb and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring wbere England drinks. 
Now will I dam up tbis tby yawning moutb 
For swallowing tbe treasure of tbe realm : 
Tby Ups, tbat kiss'd tbe queen, sbali sweep tbe ground; 
And tbou, tbat smirdst at good Duke Humpbrey*s deatb, 
Agalnst the senseless winds sbalt grin in vain , 
Who, in contempt, sball biss at thee again: 
And wedded be thou to tbe bags of beU, * 

For daring to afiy a migbty lord 
Unto tbe daughter of a worthless king^ 
Having neitber subject, weaith, nor di^dem. 
By devilisb policy art thou grown great, 
And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg'd 
Witb gobbets of tby mother's bleeding beart. 
By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France,; 
The false revolting Normans thorougb thee 
Disdain to call us lord; and Picardy 
Hath slain their govemors, surpris'd our forts, 
And sent tbe ragged soldiers wounded bome. 
Tbe princely Warwick, and tbe Nevils all, — 
Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain, »— 
As bating thee, are rising up in arms: 
And now tbe bouse of York — tbnist from the crown 
By sbamefnl murder of a guiltless king 
And lotty proud-encroaching tyranny — 
Burns witb revenging fire; whose bopeful colours 
Advance our balf-fac'd sun, striving to shine, 
Under tbe wbich is wi*it Invitis nuhibus. 
The commons bcre in Kent are up in arms : 
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And, to concludc, reproach and beggary 

Are crept into the palace of our king, 

And all hy thee. — Away 1 convey liim hence. 

Suf, 0^ that I were a godV t6 shoot forth thunder 
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges! 
Small things make bas6 men proud: this viUain here, 
Being captain of a puinaee , thrcatens more 
Than Bargulus, the strong ülyrian pirate. 
Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bes-hives: 
It 19 impossible that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 
Thy words more rage and not remorse in me: 
I go of message £rom the queen to France; 
I Charge thee waft me safely cross the Channel. 

Cap, Walter, — 

Whif, Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy deatb. 

Suf, Gelidua timor occupat arius: — it is thee I fear, 

Whiu Thou shalt have cause to fear bcfore I leave thee. 
What, are ye daiimted now? now will ye stoop? 

First Gent. My gracious lord, entreat hini, speak him fair. 

Suf» Suffolk^s imperial tongue is stem and rough , 
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit> no , rather Ict my head 
Stoop to the block than theae knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heaven and to my king; 
And soouer dance npon a bloody pole 
Than stand uncover'd to this vulgär groom. 
True nobility is exempt from fear : — 
More can I bear than you dare ezecute. 

Cap. Haie him away, and let him talk no more. 

Suf, Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, 
That this my death may never be forgotl — 
Great men oft die by vüe besonians: 
A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
Murder*d sweet TuUy; Brutus' bastard band 
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Stabb*d Julius Csesar; sayage Isländers 
Pompey the Great; and Suüblk dies by pirates. 

[Exeunt WMimore and others toith Suffoüe, 
Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have set^ 
It ia our pleasure one of them depart: — 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt aü except the Hrst Gentleman, 

Re-enter Whitmorb wiih Süffolk's 5o<?y. 

WkU. There let bis head and llfeless body lie, 
Until tbe queen bis mistress bury it. [ExiL 

First Gent. barbarous and bloody speetaclel 
His body will I bear unto tbe king : 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends; 
So will the queen, that liviug held him dear. 

[Exit with the body, 

ScEMs II. BlachheaiJi, 

Euter Geobos Bevis and Johk Holland. 

Geo, Come, and get thee a sword, though made of a lath: 
they have been up these two days. 

John. They have the more need to sleep now, then. 

Geo, I teil thee, Jack Cade the dothier means to drcss 
the Commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new nap upon it. 

John. So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well, I say it 
was never merry world in England since genüemen came up. 

Geo, miserable age 1 virtue is not regarded in handi-» 
crafts-mcu. 

John, The nobility think scom to go in leather aprons. 

Geo, Nay, more, the king's Council are no good workmen. 

John, True; and yet it is said, — labour in thy vocation; 
which is as much to say as, — let the magistrates be labour- 
ing men; and therefore should we be magistrates, 

Geo, ^ Thou hast hit it; for there's no better sign of a 
brave mind than a hard band. 

John, 1 see them! I see them! There's Best*a son, the 
tanner of Wingham, — 
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Geo, He shall haye the ßkins of our enemies, to inake 
dog's-leather of. 

John, And Dick the butcher, — 

Ge(K Then is sin Struck down like an oz, and iniquity^s 
throat cnt likc a calf. 

John, And Smith the weaver, — 

Gea, Argo^ their thread of life is spiin. 

John, Come , come , let's fall in with them. 

Drum. Enier Cadb, Dick the BiUcher, Smith the Weaver, and 

oihers in great number, 

Code. We John Cade, so termed of our supposed father, — 

Dick, [aside] Or rather, of stealing a cade of hemngs. 

Cade, For our enemies shall fall before us, — inspired 
with the spirit öf putting down kings and princes, — Com- 
mand silence. 

Dick, Silence ! 

Cade, My father was a Mortimer, — 

Dick, [aside] He was an honest man, and a good brick- 
layer. 

Cade, My mother a Plantagenet, — 

Dick, [aside] I knew her well; she was a midwife. 

Cade, My wife descended of the Lacies, — 

Dick, [aside] She was, indeed, a pedler's daughter, and 
sold many laces. 

SnUth, [aside] But now of late , not able to travel with her 
furred paok, ahe washes bucks here at home. 

Cade, Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick, [aside] Ay, by my faith, the field is hononrable; 
and there was he bom, under a hedge, — for his father had 
iicver a house but the cage. 

Cade, Valiant I am. 

Smith, [aside] 'A must needs; for beggaiy is valiant. 

Cade, I am able to endure much. 

Dick, [aside] No qucstion of that; for I have secn him 
whipped thrce market-days together. 

Cade, I fear neither sword nor fire. 
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Smith, [as^ide] He need not fear the sword; for his coat is 
of proof . 

Dick, [aside] But methinks he should stand in fear of fire, 
being burnt i* the hand for Btealing of sheep. 

Cade. Bo brave, then; for your captain is brave, and 
vows reformation. There shall be in England seven half- 
penny loaves sold for a penny: the three-hooped pot shall 
have ten hoops; and 1 will make it felony to drink small 
beer: all the realm shall be in common; and in Cheapside 
shall my palfrey go to grass: and when I am king, — as king 
I will be , — 

All. God save your m«T.jc8ty! 

Cade, I thank you, good peopie: — there shall be no 
mouey; all shall eat and drink on my score; and I will 
apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree like bro- 
therd, and worship me their lord. 

Dick, The first thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 

Cade, Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 
thing , that of the skin of an innocent lamb should be madß 
parchment? that parchment, being scribbled o'er, should 
undo a man? Some say the bee stiugs: but I say, *tis the 
bee*s wax; for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was uever 
iiiine own man since. — How now! who's there? 

Enter some, hringing in the Clerk of Chatham. 

Smith, The Clerk of Chatham: he can write and read and 
cast accompt. 

Cade, O monstrous! 

Smith. We took him setting of boys' copies. 

Cade, Here*8 a villain! 

Smith, 'Uas a book in his pocket with red letten in't 

Cade. Nay, then , he is a conjurer. 

Dick, «Nay, he ,can make obligations, and write court- 
hand. 

Cade. I am sorry for't; the man is a proper man, of mine 
honour; unless I find him guilty, he shall not die. — Come 
hither, sirrah, I must examine theo: what is thy name? 
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Cierh, EmmaiiueL 

Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters: — 'twiU 
^ hard with you. 

Code. Let me alone. — Dost thou use to write thy nameV 
or hast thou a mark to thyseif , like an honest piain- dealing 
man? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well brought up 
that I ean write my name. 

AÜ* He hath confessed: away with hlm! he's a villain 
and a traitor. 

Cade, Away with him, I say ! hang him with his pen and 
inkhom about his neck. [Exeunt some with the Clerk, 

Enter Miohabl. 

Mich. Where's onr general? 

Cdde. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

McÄ. Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Humphrey Stafibrd and hiB bro- 
^ther are hard by, with the king's forces. 

Cad€. Stand, villain, stand, or 111 feil thee down. He 
shall be encountered with a man as good as himself : Iie is 
but a knight, is 'a? 

Mich. No. 

Code. To equal him , I will make myself a knight pres- 
eiitly. \Kneels.\ ßise . up Sir John Mortimer. [RisesJ] Now 
have at himl 

Enter Sir Huiuphsey Stapford and Wiluam Ms hrother^ with 

drum and Forces, 

* 

Staf. Bebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down; 
Home to your cottages , forsake this groom : — 
The kihg is merciful, if you revolt. 

W. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and indin'd to blood, 
If you go forward; therefore yield, or die. 

Code. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not: 
It is to you, good people, tiiat I speak, 
0*ßr whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 
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Siaf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer; 
And thau thyself a sheorman , — art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

W,Staf, And what of tbat? 

Code, lAnxsrj^ this: — £dmund Mortimer , Earl of March, 
Married the Duke of Clarence' daughter, — did he npt? 

Staf, Ay, sir. 

Code. By her he had two children at one birth. 

W. Staf. That'8 folse. 

Cade. Ay, there's the qnestion; but I say 'tis ferue; 
The eider of them, being put to nurse, 
Was by a beggar-wöman stol'n away; 
And, Ignorant of bis birüi and parentage, 
liecame a bricklayer when he came to age i 
lila son am I; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, *ti» too true; therefore he shall be king. , 

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's house , and 
the bricks are alive at this day to testiiy it; therefore deny 
it not. 

Staf. And will yott credit this base drudge*s words, 
ThsA speaks he knows not what? 

All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye gone. 

W. Siaf. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath tauglit 
you this. 

Cade. [asule.] He lies , for I invented it myself. 
Go to, sirrah, teil the king from me, that, for bis father 's 
sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose fime boys went to span- 
counter for Presch crowns, I am content he shall reign; but 
l'U be protector over him. 

• Dick. And Airthermorc, we*ll have the Lord Say's head 
for selling the dokedom of Maine. 

Cade. And good reason; for thereby is England mained, 
and fain to go with a staff', but tliat my puissance holds it up. 
Fellow kings , I teil you that that Lord Say hath gelded the 
Commonwealth^ and made it an eunuch: and more th^ui that, 
he can speak Fränch; and therefore he is a traitor. 

Stäf. O gross and miserable ignorance! 
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Caäe. Nay, answer, if you can : — the Frenchmen are our 
enemies; go to, theu, I aak but.this, — can he that speaks 
with the tongue of an cnemy be a good eounsellory or no? 

AlL No, no; and therefore we'll have hb head. 
, W, Staf, Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Assail them with the armj of the klng. 

Staf, Herald, away ; and throughout eveiy town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
I1iat those which fly before the battle ends 
May, even in their wlyes* and chiidren's sigbt, 
Be hang'd up for ezample at their doors : — 
And you that be the king's friendfl) follow m«« 

[Exeuntike tvoo Staffords and Forces, 

Cade, And you that love the commons, fcUow me. 
Now show yourselves men; *4is for liberty. 
We will not leave one lord, ose gentleman: 
Spare none but such as go in douted shoon; 
For th^ are thrifty honest men, and sueh 
As would — but that they dare not — take our parts. 

Dick, They are all in order, and march toward us. 

Cade, But then are we in Order when we are most out of 
Order. Come, march forward! [ExeunL 

ScEMS UI. Anoiher pari of Blackheaih, 

Alarunu. The iwo parties enter and fight, and hoth (he Staffords 

are slain. 

Cade, Where*s Dick , the butcher of Ashfoird ? 

Dick, Here, sir. 

Cade. They feil before thee like sheep and oxen^ and thou 
behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in iMne own slftugh- 
ter-house : therefore thus will I reward Üiee, — the Lent shall 
be as long again as it is; and thou shalt have a Ucense to kill 
for a hundred lacking one a week. 
. Dick. I desire no more. 

Cade. And , to speak truth , thou deservest no less. Thls 
monument of the victoiy will 1 bear \putting on pai-t ofSir H. 
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Staffbrd's armour]; and the bodies ehall be draggcd at my 
hone' heela tili I do come to London , where we wiU have the 
mayor's Bword borne before üb. 

Dick, If we mean to thrive and do good , break open the 
gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I Warrant thee. — Come, let s march 
towards London. [Exeunt, 

ScsMS ly . London. A room in ihe pcUace. 

En^er King Hbhbt, readmg a 9upplicaJtum; ^^Duke of Bockikg- 
HAM and Lord Sa? vnih Am» : ai aome disUmce^ Qaeen Maboabet, 

VMummg over Sdvfwjc*8 hecid, 

Q. Mar, Oft have I heard that grief softens the roind , 
And makes it fearfül and degenerate; 
Think therefore on rerenge, and cease to weep. 
But who can eease to weep, and Look on this? 
Here maj bis head lie on my throbbing breast: 
Bat where'e the body that I shouid embrace? 

Bück. What answer makes yonr grace to the rebeb* sup- 
plication? 

K. Hen. 1*11 send aome holy bishop to entreat; 
For Gk)d forbid so many simple souls 
Should perish by the swordl And I myself , 
Rather than bloody war sbaU cat them short, 
Will parley with Jack Cade their generali — 
Bat stay, TU read it over onee again. 

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! hath this lovely face 
Ral'd, like a wandermg planet, over me. 
And coald it not enforce them to relent, 
That were onworthy to behold the same? 

K. Hen. Lord Say, Jaok Cade hath swom to hare thy head. 

Say. Ay, bat I hope your highness shall have his. 

K. Hen. How now, madaml 
Lamenting still, and moaming SufFolk's deatii? 
I fear me ', love , if that I had been dead , 
Thou wouldest not have motim*d so mach for me. 

Q. Mar. No, love, I sfaoald not moom, bat die for thee. 
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Enier a Messenger. 

K. Hen. How now! wliat news? why com'st thou in such 
haste? 

Mes8, The rebel« are in Southwark ; fly, my lord ! 
Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 
Descended from the Duke of Clarence' hotise ; 
And calis your grace usurper openly, 
And Y0W8 to crown himself in Westminster. 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Of hinds and peasants, rüde and merciless: 
Sir Humphrey StaiJbrd and his birother's death 
Hath given them heart and coorage to proceed: 
All scholars ,' lawyers , conrtiers , gentlemen , 
They call false caterpilla^ , and intend their death. 

K, Hen, O graceless men! they know not whai they do. 

Bück, My graciouB lord, retire to Killingw(»rth, 
iJntil a power be rais'd to put them down. 

Q, Mar. Ah , were the Duke of Suffolk now alive , 
These Kehtish rebels would be soon appeas'd! 

K, Hen, Lord Say, the traitor bateth thee; 
fTherfefore away with US to Kiilingworth. 

Say, So might your grace's person be in danger '^ 
The sight of me is odious in their eyes: 
And therefore in this dty will I stay, 
And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enier a second Messenger, 

See, Mess, Jack Cade hath gotten London^bridge; 
The Citizens fiy and forsake their houses: 
The rascal people , thirsting after prey, 
«Toin with the traitor; and they joinüy swear 
To spoii the oity and your royai court. 

Bück, Then linger not, my lord; away, take horse. 

K, Hen. Come , Margaret ; ftod , our hope , will succour ua. 

Q, Mar, My hope 4s gone , now SufFolk ia deceas*d. 

K, Hen. [to Lnrd Sa:g\ Farew«ll, my lord: trust not tlie 
Kentlsh rebels. 
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Buch. Trost nobody, for fear you be betray'd. 
Say. The tmst I have is in mine innocence, 
And ti^erefore am I bold and resolute. [ExeutU. 

ScBHsV. Thesame. The Tower. 

Enier Lord Scalbs, and others^ on the wcUls, Then enter certain 

Citizens, helow, 

SccUes. How nowl is Jack Cade slain? * 

First Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain; for they 

have won the bridge, killing all those that withstand them: 

the lord mayor craves aid of your honour irom the Tower, to 

defend the city from the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall command; 

But I am troubled here with them myself , — 

The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smithfield, and gather head, 

And thither I will send you Matthew Grough: 

Fight for your king, your country, and your lives; 

And so, farewell, for I must hence again. [Exeunt, 

ScBKB VL The same, Cannon-street, 

Enter CiJ>B and his foUowers, He strikes hie ata ff' on London- 

sione, 
Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And here , sit- 
ting uponLondon-stone, I Charge and command, that, of the 
city 's cost, the pissing-conduit run nothing but claret wine 
this first year of our reign. And now henceforward it shall 
be treason for any that calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, runntng. 

Sold. Jack Cade I Jack Cade! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [They käl Mm. 

Smith. If this fellow be wise, hell never call ye Jack Cade 
more: I tliink he hath a very fair waming. 

Dick. My lord, there's an army gathered together in 
Smithfield. 

Shakespeari. III. 28 
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Code, Ck>me , then , let's go fight with them: bat first, go 
and sei London-bridge on fire; and, if you can, bum down 
the Tower too. Come, let's awaj. [EzeunU 

ScBKE Vn. The same. Smtihfield. 

Alarums. Enter ^ on one stde. Gase and Tus Company; on the 
oiher, Citizens, and (he King*s Forces y headed by Matthew 
Gt)udH. Th^ fight; the Citizens are routed, and Matthew 

GoüGH is slain, 

Cade. So , sirs : — now go some and pnll down the Savoy ; 
others to the inns of court; down with them all. 

Dick, I have a snit unto your lordship. 

Cade, Be it a lordship , thou shalt have it for that word. 

Dick, Only, that the laws of England may come out of 
your mouth. 

John, {asidel Mass, 'twill be sore law, then; for he was 
thrust in the mouth with a spear , and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smüh, [asidel Nay, John, it will be stinking law; for hls 
breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

Cade, I have thought upon it, it shall be so. Away, biuix 
all the jrecords of the realm: my mouth shall be the parlia- 
ment of England. 

John [aside\ Then we are like to have biting Statutes, unless 
his teeth be puUed out. 

Cade, Aiid henceforward all things shall be in common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. M.y lord, a prize, a prize! here's the Lord Say, 
which sold the towns in France ; he that made us pay one- 
and-twenty fifkeens, and one Shilling to the pound, the last 
subsidy. 

Enier Georob Bevis , with the Lord Sat. 

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times. — Ah, 
thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram lord! now artthou 
within point-blank of our Jurisdiction regal. What canst 
thou ans wer to my majesty for giving up of Normandy imto 
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MonsieTir Basimeca, the daaphin of France? Be it known nnto 
thee bj these presence , even the presence of Lord Mortimer, 
that I am the besom that must sweep the court clean of such 
filth as thou art. Thoa hast most traitorously corrupted the 
youth of the reahn in erecting a grammar-school: and whereas, 
before, our forefathers had no other books bat the score and 
the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used; and, contrary 
to the king, his crown, and dignity, thou hast bnilt a paper- 
mill. It will be proved to thy face that thou hast men about 
thee that usually talk of a neun and a verb, and such abomin- 
able words as no Christian ear can endure to hear. Thou 
hast appointed justices of peace, to call poor men before them 
about matters they were not able to answer. Moreover, thou 
hast put them in prison; and because they could not read, 
thou hast hanged them; when, indeed, only for that cause 
they have been most worthy to live. Thou dost ride in a foot- 
doth, dost thou not? 

Say. What ofthat? 

Code, Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse wear a 
cloak, when honester men than thou go in their hose and 
doublets. 

Diele, And work in their shirt too; as myself, for ezample, 
that am a butcher. 

Say, Youmenof Kent, — 

Dich, What say you of Kent ? 

Say, Nothing but this, — 'tis bona terra y mala gens, 

Cade, Away with him, away with himi he speaks Latin. 

Say, Hear me but speak , and bear me where you will. 
Kent, in the Commentaries Csasar writ, 
Is term'd the civül'st place of all this isle: 
Sweet is the country, beauteous, füll of riches; 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy; 
Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 
I sold not Maine , I lost not Normandy ; 
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 
Justice with favour have I always done; 
Prayers and tears haye moy'd me, gifts Gould never. 

28* 
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When have I aught ezacted at your hands, 
Bat to maintain the king, the realm, and you? 
Large gifts have I bestow'd on learnM derks, 
Because my book preferr'd me to the king: 
And, seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Ejiowledge thewing wherewith we fly to heaven, 
UnlesB you be possess'd with devilish spirits, 
You cannot but forbear to morder me : 
This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings 
For your behoof , — 

C<ide. Tut, when strackest thoa one blow in the field? 

Say, Qreat men haye reaching hands: oft have I strack 
Those that I never saw, and strack them dead. 

Oeo. monstrooB coward! what, to come behind folks? 

Say, These cheeks are pale for watohing for your good. 

Code, Give him a box o' th' ear, and that will make 'em 
red again. 

Say, Long sitting to determine poor men*8 canses 
Hath made me fall of sickness and diseases. 

Cach, Ye shall have a hemipen caudle, then, and the help 
of hatchet. 

Dick. Why dost thou qaiver, man? 

Say. It is the palsy, and not fear, provokes me. 

Code, Nay, he nods at us, as who shoold say, I'll be even 
with you: 111 see if his head will stand steadier on a pole , or 
no. Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Teil me wherein haye I offended most? 
Have I äffected wealth or honoor , — speak? 
Are my chests fill*d up with eztorted gold? 
Is my apparel somptaoas to behold? 
Whom have I injoar'd, that ye seek my death? 
These hands are free £rom guiltless blood-shedding, 
This breast from harboaring foul deceitful thoughts. 
0, let me live! 

Cade. [aside] I feel remorse in myself with his words; bat 
ril bridle it: he shall die, an it be bat for pleading so well 
for his Ufe. — Away with him! he has a familiär ander his 
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tongue; Iie speaks not o' G^'s name. Go, take him awaj, 
I say, and strike off bis head presently; and then break into 
bis son-in-law's bouße, Sir James Cromer, and strike off bis 
bead, and bring tbem botb upon two poles bitber. 

All. It sbaU be done. 

Say. Ab , countrymen ! if wben you make your prayers , 
God sbould be so obdurate as yourselres , 
How wonld it fare witb your departed souls? 
And tberefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Code, Away witb bim! and do as I command ye. 

[Exeunt some witk Lord Sa^. 
Tbe proudest peer in tbe realm sball not wear a bead on bis 
sboulders, müess be pay me tribute; tbere sball not a maid 
be married, but sbe sball pay to nie ber maidenbead ere tbey 
bave it: men sball bold of me m capite; and we cbarge and 
command tbat tbeir Tnves be as free as beart can wisb or 
tongue can teil. 

Dick. My lord, wben sball we go to Gbeapside, and take 
up commodities upon our bills? 

Code. Marry, presenüy. 

All. 0, brave I 

Re-enter Bebeis, toüh the Tieads ofhord Sat and Ms Son-in-law. 

Code. But is not tbis braver? — Let tbem kiss one an- 
otber, for tbey loved well wben tbey were alive. Now part 
tbem again, lest tbey consult about tbe giving-up of some 
more towns in France. Soldiers, defer tbe spoil of tbe city 
until nigbt: for witb tbese bome before us, instead of maces, 
will we ride tbrougb tbe streets ; and at eveiy comer bave 
tbem kiss. — Away I [Exeunt, 

ScBNB VUl. Souihwark. 

Älarums. Enter Cade and all hü rdbblement, 

Cade. Up Fisb-street! down Saint Magnus'-comer! kiU 
and knock down! tbrow tbem into Tbames! — [A parley 
soundedj then a reireat.] Wbat noise is tbis I bear? Dare 
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any be so bold to sound retreat or parley, when I command 
themkiU? 

Enter BucKnrGHAM and old Clifvobd, wilh Forces, 

Bück. Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb thee : 
Enow, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled; 
And here pronounce free pardon to them aJl 
That will forsake thee and go home in peace. 

0, Clif, What say ye, countrymen? will ye relent, 
And yield to inercy whilst 'tie offer'd you; 
Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths? 
Who lovea the king, and will embrace bis pardon, 
Fling up bis cap, and say, "God aave bis majeslyl" 
Who hateth bim, and honours not bis fatber, 
Henry the Fifih, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he bis weapon at us, and pass by. 

AlL God save the king! God save the king! 

Cade, What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye so brave? 
— And you, base peasants, do ye believe them? will you 
needs be banged with your pardons about your necks? Hath 
my sword therefore broke through London gates, that you 
sbould leave me at the White Hart in Southwark? I thought 
ye would never have given out these arms tili you had re- 
covered your ancient freedom: but you are all recreants and 
dastards, and delight to live in slavery to the nobility. Let 
them break your backs with burdens , take your bouses over 
your beads, ravish your wives and daughters before your 
faces: for me, I will make shift for one; and so, €U>d's curse 
ligbt upon you all! 

AlL We'U foUow Cade I well foUow Cade I 

a Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exdaim youll go with bim? 
Will he conduet you through the beart of France , 
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 
Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil, 
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Unless by robbing of your fnends and uö. 
Were't not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquishM, 
Shoold make a start o'er seas, and vanquish you? 
Methinks abeady in this civil broil 
I see them lording it in London streets, 
Crying " Viliacol" unto all they meet. 
Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry 
Than you sbouid stoop unto a Frencbman's mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have lost; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast: 
Henry hath money, you are strong and manly; 
Grod on our aide , doubt not of victory. 

All. A Cliffordl a Clijffbrd! we'U foUow the king and 
Clifford. 

Cade. [aside] Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro 
as this multitude? the name of Henry ti^e FifÜi hales them to 
an hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave me desolate. I 
see them lay their heads together to surprise me: my sword 
make way for me , for here is no staying. — In despite of the 
devils and hell, have throügh the very middest of you! and 
heavens and honour be witness , that no want of resolution in 
me, but only my followers' base and ignominious treason, 
makes me betake me to my heels. [Exit 

Bück. What, is he fled? Oo some , and follow him; 
And he that brings his head unto the king 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

[Rceunt some ofthem, 
Follow me, soldiers: we'll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeuni. 

ScBiTB IX. Külmgworih Castle, 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henbt, Queen Mabgabet, and 
SoHERSET, on the terrace of the castle. 

K, Hen. Was ever king that joy*d an earthly throne , 
And could command no more content than I? 
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No sooner was I crept out of mj cradle 
But 1 was made a king, at nine months old: 
Was never subject long'd to be a king 
As I do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter Büceingham and old Cufford. 

Buch Health and glad tidings to your majesty ! 
K Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade surpris'd? 
Or iB he bat retir'd to make him strong? 

Enter ^ below, a number o/'Cij>B*s followera, tßith halters ahout 

iheir necks» 

0. Clif. He's fled, my lord, and all his powers do yield; 
And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 
Expect your highness' doom, of life or death. 

K, Hen, Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates, 
To entertaln my vows of thanks and praise! — 
Soldiers , this day have you redeem'd your lives , 
And show'd how well you love your prince and country: 
Continue stiU in this so good a mind, 
And Henry, though he be infortunate , 
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind: 
And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, 
I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

AlL God save the kingl God save the king! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be adv^rtis^d 
The Duke of York is newly come firom Ireland; 
And with a puissant and a mighty power 
Of savage gallowglasses and stout kems 
Is marching hitherward in proud array; 
And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 
His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerset, whom he t^ms a traitor. 

K, Heri, Thus Stands my State , 'twixt Cade and York 
distress*d; 
Like to a ship that, having scap'd a tempest, 
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Is straightway calm'd, and boarded with a pirate: 
But now is Cade driven back, bis men dispers'd; 
And now is York in anns to second bim. — 
I pray thee, Buckingbam, go tbou and meet bim; 
Aiid ask bim wbat^s ibe reason of tbese arms. 
Teil bim ril send Duke Edmund to tbe Tower; — 
And, Somerset, we will commit tbee tbitber, 
Until bis army be dismiss'd from bim. 

Som, My lord , 
ril yieid myself to prison willingly, 
Or unto deatb, to do my country good. 

K. Ben. lüi any case , be not too rougb in terms ; 
For be is fierce, and cannot brook bard language. 

Bück, I will, my lord; and doubt not so to deal 
As all tbings sball redound unto your good. 

K, Hen. Come, wife, let's in, and leam to govem better; 
For yet may England curse my wretcbed reign. [Exeunt* 

ScENE X. KenU Iden's garden. 

Enter Cadb. 
Cade, Fie on ambition! fie on myself, tbat have a sword, 
and yet am ready to famisbl Tbese five days bare I bid me 
in tbese woods; and durst not peep out, for all tbe country is 
laid for me; but now am I so bungry, tbat if I migbt bave a 
lease of my life for a tbousand years, I could stay no longer. 
Wberefore, o'er a brick-wall bave 1 climbed into tbis garden, 
to see if I can eat grass, or pick a sallet anotber wbile, wbicb 
is not amiss to cool a man*s stomacb tbis bot weatber. And 
I tbink tbis word '^seilet" was bom to do me good: for many 
a time, but for a sallet, my brain-pan bad been deft witb a 
brown bill; and many a time, wben I bave been diy, and 
bravely marcbing, it batb served me instead of a quart-pot 
to dnnk in; and now tbe word '' sallet"' must serve me to 
feed on. 

Enier Idbk, toäh Servants behmd, 

Iden. Lord, wbo would live turmoilM in tbe court, 
And may enjoy sucb quiet walks as tbese? 
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This small inheiitance my father leffc me 
Contenteth me, and worth a monarchj. 
I Beek not to wax great by others' waning; 
Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy: 
Sufficeth that I have maintains my state , 
And sendfl the poor well pleas^d from my gate. 

Code, [asidel Here's tiie lord of the soll come to seize me 
for a stray, for entering bis fee-simple withont leave. — Ah, 
YÜlain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thoosand erowns of 
the king by carrying my head to himi but I'll make thee eat 
iron like an ostrich, and swallow my sword like a great pin, 
ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rüde companion, whatsoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not; why, then, should I betray thee? 
Is't not enough to break into my garden. 
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner. 
Bat thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms? 

Cade, Brave theel ay, by the best blood that ever was 
broached, and beard thee too. Look on me well: I have eat 
no meat these five days; yet, come thou and thy five men, 
and if I do not leave you all as dead as a door-nail, I pray 
God I may never eat grass more. 

Iden. Nay, it shall ne'er be said , while England Stands , 
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Eent, 
Took odds to combat a poor famish*d man. 
Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine , 
See if thou canst outface me with thy looks: 
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser; 
Thy band is but a finger to my fist; 
Thy leg a stick comparM with this truncheon ; 
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast; 
And if mine arm be heav^d in the air , 
Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth. 
But as for words, — whose greatness answers words, 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade, Bj my valour, the most complete Champion that 
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eyer I heard! — Sted, if thou tarn the edge, or cnt not out 
the borly-boned down in dilnes of beef ere thou sleep in thy 
sheath, I beseedi God, on my knees, thou mayst be tumed 
to hobnails. [They fight, Code faüs.] 0, I am slainl famine 
and no other hath slain me: let ten thoosand devik come 
against me, and give me bat the ten meals I have lost, and 
rd defy them all. Wither, garden; and be faenceforth a 
bniying-place to all that do dwelL in this house, because the 
unconquered soul of Cade is fled. 

Iden. Is't Cade that I have slain, that monstrons traitor? 
Sword, I will haUow thee for this thy deed, 
And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead: 
Ne'er shalL this blood be wip^d £rom thy point; 
But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat, 
T' emblaze the hononr that thy master got. 

Cade, Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy vid;oxy. TeU 
Kent from me, she hath lost her best man; and ezhort all the 
World to be cowards, — for I , that never feared any, am van- 
quishedby famine, not byyalour. {Dies, 

Iden, How mudi thou wrong'st me , heaven be my judge. 
Die, damn^d wretch, the curse of her that bare theel 
And as I thrust thy body with my sword. 
So wish I,.I might thrust thy soiü to hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave, 
And there cut off thy most ungradous head; 
Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 
Leaving thy trank for crows to feed upon. 

[Exeunt^ Iden dragging out the hoäy^ and Servanis, 

ACT V. 
ScQBHB I. Hdds hetween Dartford and Blaekheath, 

The Eing's camp on one side, On ihe other , enter York aitended^ 
with drum and colours; hie Forces at some distance, 

York, From Irdand thus comes York to daim his xight| 
And plack the crown £rom feeble Henryks head: 
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Sing, bells, aload; bum, bonfires, dear and briglit; 

To entertain great England's lawful king. 

Ab, sancta majestas! wbo would not buy thee dear? 

Let them obey that know not how to nüe ; 

This band was made to bandle naugbt but gold. 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Ezcept a sword or seeptre balance it: 

A sceptre sball it bave, — bave I a soul, — 

On whicb 1*11 toss tbe flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter BüCKiNaHAH. 

[Äside] Wbom bave we bere? Buckingbam, to distorb me? 
Tbe kmg batb sent bim, sure: I must dissemble. 

Bück. York, if tbou meanest well, I greet tbee well. 

York. Hompbrej of Buckingbam, I accept tby greeting, 
Art tbou a messenger, or come of pleasore? 

Bück. A messenger from Henrj, onr dread liege, 
To know tbe reason of tbese arms in peace; 
Or wby tbou, being a subject as I am, 
Against tby oatb and true allegiance swom, 
Sbouldst raise so great a power witbout bis leaye , 
Or dare to bring tiiy force so near tbe court. 

York, [aside] Scarce can I speak, my cboler is so great: 
0, 1 could bew up rocks, and figbt witb flint, 
I am so angry at tbese abject terms; 
And now, Hke Ajax Telamonius, 
On sbeep or oxen oould I spend my fary! 
I am far better bom tban is tbe king; 
More like a king,.more kingly in my tbougbts: 
But I must make fair weatber yet awbile , 
Till Henry be more weak, and I more streng. — 
Buckingbam, I pritbee, pardon me, 
Tbat I bave given no answer all tbis wbile; 
My mind was troubled witb deep melancboly. 
Tbe cause wby I bave brougbt tbis army bitber 
Is, to remove proud Somerset from tbe king, 
Seditious to bis grace and to tbe state. 
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Buch, Tliat is too much presomption on thj part : 
But if thy anns be to no other end, 
The king hath yielded unto thy demand; 
The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York, Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 

Bück. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismis« my powers. — 
Soldiers, I thank yon all; disperse yourselves; 
Meet me to-morrow in Saint George's field, 
You shall have pay and every thing you wish. — 
And let my sovereign, yirtuous Henry, 
Conmiand my eldest son, nay, all my sons, 
As pledges of my fealty and loye; 
I'll send them all as willing as I live: 
Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have, 
Is his to ose, so Somerset may die. 

Bück, York, I conunend this kind Submission : 
We twain will go into his highness' tent. 

Enter King Henbt, attended, 

K. Ben, Buckingham , doth York intend no härm to us , 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 

York. In all Submission and humility 
York doth present himself unto your {ughness. 

K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou dost bring? 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from hence; 
And fight against that monstrous rebel Cade, 
Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

ihter iDEif , wWi Cadb's head. 

Iden. If one so rade and of so mean condition 
May pass into the presence of a king, 
Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head, 
The head of Cade , whom I in combat slew. 

K. Hen. The head of Cade! — Great God, how just art 
thoul — 
0, let me view his visage, being dead, 
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That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. — 
Teil me , my £dend , art thou the man that slerw him? 

Iden, I was , an't like jour majesly. 

K. Hen, How art thou call'd? and what is thy degree? 

Iden» Alexander Iden , that's my name ; 
A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Bück, So please it 70a, my lord, 'twere not amiss 
He were created knight for his good service. 

K Hen. Iden, kneel down. [He kneels,] Iden, lise up a 
knight. [He rises, 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks; 
And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden, May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege! 

K. Hen. See, Buckingham! Somerset comes with the 
queen: 
Go, bid her hide him quickly £rom the duke. 

Enter Queen Mabgabbt and Sohebsbt. j 

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide his head, 
But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

York. How now! is Somerset at liberty? 
Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison'd tiioughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart 
Shall I endure the sight of Somerset? — 
False king! why hast thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse? 
^ King did I call thee? no, thou art not king; 
Not fit to govem and rule multitudes, 
Which dar*st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crowh; 
Thy band is made to grasp a palmer*s staff. 
And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 
That gold must round engirt these brows of mine; 
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles' spear, v 

Is able with the change to kill and eure. \ 

Here is a band to hold a sceptre up , 
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And with the same to act Controlling laws. 
Give place: hj heaven, thou ehalt rule no more 
0*er him whom heaven created for thj ruler. 

Som, monstrous traitor! — I arrest thee, York , 
Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown: 
Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace. 

York, Wouldst have me kneel? first let me ask of thesc, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. — 
Sirrah , call in mj sons to be my bail : [Exit an Attendant. 
I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement. 

Q. Mar, Call hither Clifford; bid him come amaiD, 
To say if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. [Exit Buckingham, 

York, blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 
Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourge! 
The sons of York, thy bettars in their birth, 
Shall be their father's bail; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys! 
See where they come: 1*11 Warrant they'll make it good. 

Q, Mar. And here comes CUfford to deny their bail. 

Enter, an one aide, EdwAbd and Bichabd Plantagenet, with 
Forces; an the other, old Cliffobd and his Son, with Forces also, 

0, Clif, Health and all happiness to my lord the king! 

[Kneels, 

York, I thank thee, Clifford: say, what news with thee? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

O, Clif, This is my king, York, I do not mistake; 
But thou mistak'st me much to think I do: — 
To Bedlam with him! is the man grown mad? 

K, Hen, Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitioas hmnour 
Makes him oppose himself against his king. 

O. Clif, He is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that factious pate of his. 
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Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey; 
lüs sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 

York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our worda will serve. 

Rieh. And if words will not, then our weapons ßball. 

0. Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we herel 

York. Look in a glass, and call thy Image so: 
I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. — 
Call hither to the stake my two brave bears , 
That with the very shaking of their chains 
They may astonish these f ell-lurking curs : 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. [Exil an Ättendant. 

Enter Wabwick and Salisbury, with Forces. 

0. Clif. Are these thy bears? we'U bait thy bears to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains , 
If thou dar'st bring them to the baiting-place. 

Rieh. Oft have I seen a hot o*erweening cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld; 
Who , being suffer'd with the bear*8 feil paw, 
Hath clapp'd bis tail between bis legs and cricd: 
And such a piece of service will you do , 
If you oppose yourselves to matdi Lord Warwick. 

0. Clif. Hence , heap of wrath , foul indigested lump , 
As crook^d in thy manners as thy shape! 

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon. 

0. Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you bum yourselves. 

K. Hen. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to bow? — 
Old Salisbury, — shame to thy silver hair, 
Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son I — 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 
And seek for sorrow with thy spectades? — 
0, where is faith? 0, where is loyalty? 
If it be banish'd from the frosty head, 
Where shaU it £nd a harbour in the earth? — 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
And stain thine honourable age with blood? 
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Why art thou old, and want'st experience? 
Of wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 
For shame! in dutj bend thj knee to me, 
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal, My lord , I have consider'd with myself 
The tiÜe of this most renownM duke; 
And in my conscience do repute bis grace 
The rightfiil heir to England's royal seat. 

K. Hen. Hast thou not swom allegiance unto me? 

Sal.' Ihave. 

K. Hen, Canst thou dispense with heaven for such an oath? 

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin; 
But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 
Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 
To force a spoüess virgin^s chastity, 
To reave the orphan of bis patrimony, 
To wring the widow from her custom'd right; 
And have no other reason for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a solemn oath? 

Q, Mar, A subÜe traitor needs no sophister. 

K, Hen, Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himself. 

York, Call Buckingham, and all the £dends thou hast, 
I am resolv'd for death or dignity. 

O, CUf. The first I Warrant thee, if dreams prove true. 

War, You were best to go to bed and dream again, 
To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

0, CUf, I am resolv'd to bear a greater storm 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day; 
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
Might I but ]piow thee by thy household badge. 

War, Now, by my father's badge, old Nevil's crest, 
The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged stafp, 
This day 1*11 wear aloft my burgonet, — 
As on a mountäin>top the cedar shows', 
That keeps bis leaves in spite of any storm, — 
Even to aflBright thee with the yiew thereof. 

Shakespeare, III, 29 



450 SEOOND PART OF [acT-V, 

0, Clif. And frbm tüy burgbnfet FD rend«€h7 b6ar, 
And tread it under fbot with all oontempt, 
Despite thebear-waxd tha(t protecl» the bear. 

Y. Clif, And so to arms , yictorioiu fsither ,» 
To quell the rebels and their cömplices. 

Rieh, Fiel charitj, for sbamel speak not in spite, 
For 70a shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night; 

Y. Clif, Foul stigmatic , that*s mOre than thou canst teil. 

Bich, If not in heaven , youHi stirely sup in hell. 

[BxewU seuerally, 

ScsnbII. Saint Abän's, 

Alarums: excuraions. Enter Wäxwick, 

War, Clifford of Cumberland , 'tis Warwick callsi 
An if thou dost not hide th^e from the bear , 
Now, — when the angry trumpet'SOunds alaruiU', 
And dead men's cries do fill the empty sAt, — 
Clifford, I say, oöme forth and fight with me! 
Proud northem lord^ Cliflbrd'of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. • 

Enter Yobk. 
How now , my noble lordl what, all a-foot? 

York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my stieed; 
But match to match I have encotinter'd him, 
And made a prey for Carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he lov*d so weU. 

Enter old Guffoiu^. 

War, Of one or both of us the time is come. 

York. Hold , Warwick , seek thee out some other chase , 
For I myself must hunt tfais deer to death. 

War,' Thein, nobly, York ; *tis for a crown thoü fight'st.— 
As I intend, Cliffofd , to thiive to-day, 
It grieves my soul to leare thee unassaü^d. [ExiL 

0. Clif. What seest thou in me, York? why dost thou pause? 

York, With thy br»7e beäring should I be in lore , 
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 
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0. CUf. Nor «hoüld thj prowess want pxaise aaid esteem , 
But that 'tb shown ignobly aad in treaäonv 

York. So let it help me now againä; tÜj swoord^t 
As I in justice and trae right etzpress itl- 

0. Clif. Mj soul and bodj on the aotion bothl 

York. A dreadfiü lay I -^ address ■ tib.ee instaiLÜy; 

0. Clif. Lafinoourohneles Oeuvres, 

[They fight^ and 0, Clifford falls and dies, 

York, Thus war hath giv^n thee peace , for ihou art still 
Peace with bis soul ,. kesTen ^ if it be thy willS \Exit. 

Enter youT^ Gliffobd« 

F. Clif. Sbame and confiision! all is on the rout; 
Peiairframea^disördÄr, and di&örder woofedd 
Wbere it sbould guard; ^^'ur , Hiott son of hell , 
Whom angry heavens do make their miniiilter,^ 
Throw in the frozen bosbms of our part' 
Hot coals of vengeance! — Letno sc^d&to flyr 
He that is tnüy de(£cate to war 
Hath no self-love^ nor he thiat loves himself 
Math not essentiaJly, but by oircUnkstance ^ 
The name of valour. — 0, let the vile world end, 

{St^g Ms fäikefs hod^ 
And the premisM fla'mes of the last- day 
Enit eartii and heav^i together! 
Now* let the genaral tritmpet blo^ bis blast,- 
Particularities and petty sounds 
To ceasel — Wastthou oidain'd,'dear father,- 
To lose thy youth in peace, and toachieve 
The silver livery of advist^dage, 
And', in- äiy reveirence and thy chair-days , thus 
To die in ruf fian' battäe? — £Ven at this sight 
My heart is tum*d to stone: and while *tis Bodne j 
It shall be stony. York not our cM< Men sparest 
No more will I thirär babes: teatrs virginal 
Shall be to sie e^en ai^ the dew ta fire;< 
And beauty, that the tyrant oft redaims', 

29* 



